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Edward young, L, L. D. Author of the 

J^ight Thoughts, and many other excellent pieces, wasi 
the only fon of Dr. Edward Young, an eminent^ 
learned, and judicious divine. Dean of Sa:ramy' f^el- 
low of Wihchefter College, and Re^ftor of Upham, in 
Hampfhire. He was bom in the year 1684, at Up- 
ham ; and, after being educated in Winchefter Col- 
lege, was chofen on the foundation of New College 
at Oxford, 0(5lober 13, 1703, when he was nineteen 
years of age ; but being fuperannuated,* and there 
)>eing no vacancy of a fellowfhip, he removed before 
the expiration of the year to Corpus Ghnftl^ where he 
entered himfelf a Gentleman Commoner. 

In 1708, he was put into a law fellowfhip, at All 
Souls, by Archbifhop Tennifon. Here he took the 
degree of B. C. L. in 17 14, and in ili<5% I^» C» ^1^» 
In this year he publiftiedViUT;!^^^^ QS.^\iSs;cNs»\*^ 

* Difqualifiicd on. accowpt <>^>^^^ ^^^^^^ 
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i Revenge ; and in 1 723, the Brothers : abi 
,' he publifhed his elegant poem on the L 
j&ch being wrote by a Lajman, gave the in» 
ioji. He foon after publifhed the Force 
tt, or Vanquiih'd Love> a poem, which ^ 
mch pleafure, to mod who read it, but mi 
II7 to the noble fanaily for whofe entertainm 
principally written. Some charge th^ autl 
i ftiffhefs of verfification in both thefe poen 
^y mep with fuch fuccefs as to procure him 
.ilar friendfhip of feveral of tfe nobility, a 
tg the refl the patronage of the Duke of Wh 
which greatly helped him in his finances, 
trace's recommendation, he put up for mem 
arliament for Cirencefler,* but did not fucce 
noble patron honoured hini with his company 
Souls ; and, through his ii^ance and perfuafi 
; at the expence of ereding a confiderrble part 
new buildings then carrying on in that colle 
3 turn of his mind leading him to divinity, 
tted the law, which he had never pradlifed, 
ing orders, was appointed chaplain in ordinat 
ig George II. April 1728. 
n that year he publifhed a Vindication of F 
ce, in quarto, and foon after his Eftimate of 
1 Life, in the fame fize, which have gone thj 
^ral editions in 1 2mo. and thought by man) 
beft of his profe performances. In 1 730, 1 
Tented by his college to the Reftory ofWi 
^ertfordfhire, reputed worth 300I. a year, ' 
Lordfhip of the Manor annexed to it. I 
rried in 1 73 1 to' Lady Betty Lee> widow t 
Lee, and daughter to the Earl of Litchf 

-fe wa§ Aatur^ily of ux ambitioniA um^t ^jA 
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lady of an eminent genius and gteat poetical talents,) 
who.))rought him a fon. and heir not long after their 
ntarriage. 

Though always in high edeem with many of the 
firft rank, he never rofe to great preferment. He waf 
a favourite of the late Prince of Wales, his prefcnt Ma-* 
jefty*s father ; and, for "fome years before his deaths 
was a pretty conftant attendant at Court f but upon 
the Princess deceafe» all his hopes of farthex rifing in 
the church were at an end ; and, towards the latter 
part of his life, his very defire of it feemed to be laid 
afide; for in his Night Thoughts, he obferves, that 
there was one, (meaning himfelf,) in Britain boni» 
with courtiers bred, who thought even wealth might 
come a day too late ; however, upon the death of Dr. 
Hales, in 1 761, he was made clerk of the clofet to the 
Princefs Dowager of Wales. 

About the year 1741, he had the unhappinefs to 
\o(h his wife, and both her children, which ihe had by 
her Hi ft hufband ; a fon and a daughter, very promr 
ifing chara<51ers. They all died within a fhort time of 
ffsich other : that he felt greatly for their lofs, as well 
a» for that of his lady, may eafily be percdved by his 

>$ne poem, of the Night Th^ugl^s, occaiioned by iu 
Thi$ was a fpecies of poetry peculiarly his own, and 
l^s' been unrivsiiled by all who have attempted to co^ 
pyhim. His applaufehwre was defervedly great. Thq 
unhappy Bard, " whofe griefs in itielting numbers flow, 
and melanchdly joys difiuie around, *' has been often 
fung by the profane as well as pious. They wer^ 
wrhten, as before ot^fefved, under the recent preflure 
of his forrow for the lofs of his wife, and his c&i^JaJy^x/ 
and fon-in-law j they are addtefifcCiiLCx'ijkCa^'Ki.^'v'^'^'^- 
ofpleafure, an4 th^, ^c^^ TO^ ^Vov vc vs. ^^]f^ 

fuppofed, (and very probably >'i ^^?c&\^^^^*«^^^'^'*^ 
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labouring tinder his father*s difpleafure. His fon 
law is faid to be charadlerized by Philander ; anjd 
daughter was certainly the perfon hefpeaks of ur 
the appellation of Narcifla : See Night 5, L 62. 
her laA illnefs he accompanied her to Montpelier^ 
the fouth of France^ where (he died foon after her 
rival in the city.* 

After her death it feems fhe was denied CI 
tian burialjf on account of being reckoned a here 
by the inhabitants of the place ; which inhumanit 
juftly refented in the fame beautiful poem ; See' Ni 
3, line 165 ; in which his wife alfo is frequently n 
tioned ; and he thus laments the lofs of all three 
an apoftrophe to death : 

' Infatiate Archer ! could not one fuffice } 

• Thy fhaft flew thrice^ and thrice my "peace was Hain j 

* And thrice, ere thrice yon moon hiad fiird her horn.' 

He wrote his Conje6hires on Original Compofil 
when he was turned of 80 : if it has blemifhes n 
ed with its beauties, it is not to be wondered at, w 
we confider his great age, and the many mErmi 
which generally attend fuch an advanced period 
life. However, the many excellent remarks this w 
abounds with make it juftly efteemed as a bright 
ing before death : The Refignation, a poem, the 
and leaft efteemed of all Dr. Young's works, : 

* She died of a confumptioB, occafioned by her grief ibz 
death of her mother. 

f The Priefb refuiing the Do<^r leafve to bury liis dai 

ter in one of their church-yards, he was obliged with th( 

fiftance of his fervant, to dig a grave in a field near Mont 

ier, where they depofited the body without the help of an 

the /n/iabitahts, who confikder ijtgu$teixi\%m\)ci^ Va»w^ ""a^ 
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pnblifhed a fkort time before his death, and only fexr- 
cd to manifeft the taper of genius, which had fo long 
fii'on'fe with peculiar brightnefs in him, was now glim- 
mering in the fbcket. He died in his-Parfonage-houfey 

:^ M Wdwyn, April 12th, 1765, and was buried^ ac« 

^pidrding to his own defire, (attended by all the poor 
'of ihe parifh,) tinder the altar-piece of that churchy 

: ^y. the fide of his wife.f This altar-piece is reckon- 
^ one of the moft curious in the kingdom, being 
iidbmed with an -elegant piece of needle work by the 

/late Lady Betty Young. J 

Before the Dodor died, he ordered all his rnanu- 

': fcripts to be burnt. Thoie that knew how much he 
el^Tt^d in a fmall compafs, and that he never wrote 

''^sik trivial fubjeds, will lament both the excefs of his 
xnodeily {if I may fi> term it) and the irreparable lofs 
td*'pofterity ; efpecially when it is coniidered, that he 
v^s the intimate acquaiQtance of Addifon, and was 

^. ^jmfelf one of the writers of the Spedator. 

.' In his lifetime hepublifhed two or three iermons, 

. one of which was preached before the Houfe of Com- 

^nionsk He left an only fon and heir, Mr. Frederic 

Ybiiijig, who had the firft part of his education at 

'[Winph^fter fchool, and became a fcholar upon the 
•fbunjation ; was fent, m confequencetheteofyto New 
'Oolle^^ in Oxford; but there being no vacancy^ 

"^^ough the Society waited for one no lefs than two 

f The hcU did not toll a^ kSs funers^ nor was any perfon 
idlow^ -to be in mourning. 

t In'l.be middle of it are i&fcribed thefe words; *< I am the 

bi^ad oriife." On the north ilde of the chancel is this infcrip- 

tioA, ari^ppofed by the Do&or's osders, *< Virginibus — ^In- 

. cceaie.in Wifdom and Underfbnding ;*' and oppofite, on th<^ 

JTouth i&dc^ *'Pirsiiisqtrjc— and in £avowp '^tVi C^o^ vDii\^a:&r « 

V Sec Ai^^.Xft^>o^*'^'^>^^ 
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years,)* he was admitted in the mean time laj 
CoiIetj;e, where he behaved fo imprudently as, 
forbidden the College. ^ This mifeondu^ difiaj 
his fadier fo much^ that he never would fufier 1 
«ome into his fight afterwards: however, by hi 

p! [ he bequeathed to him> after a fiew legacies) his 
fortune, which was confidera^Ie. 
• As a ChriiHan axid I^vinev he m^ht be faid 
r^ example of ^imevaL piety t he. gave a remat-v 

I i I inftance of tliis one fundayi vrfaea preaching ^ 
turn at St. James's ; for, thotigh he ftrove to ga«5 
attention nf his aadTenee, V^henhe found he could 
prevail, his pity for their folly got the better oi 
decornm ; lie fat back in the pulpit» and burft m 
flood of tears. ^ ** 

The turn of his mind was naturally folemn'r 
he ufually, when at home in the* country, fpent na 
hours in a day walking among the tombs in hisj 
churchyard z hisxronveriation, as well as writings^ 
all a reference to a ikmre life ;^u)d this turn of i\ 
mixed itfelf even with his improvements in gan 
ing : Jie had, for inftance, an alcove^ widk a bene 
well painted in it, that, at a di fiance, it iieemed t( 
real, but, upon a nearer apptoach, die decepcitm^ 
perceived, and thismottb sq)pe4red, ■ ■■ . r 

INVl^IBlLIA KON DtClPItTNT. * n* 

•-. The things unfeem do not dealve ut. >V 

Yet, notwithftaiwiing this gloominels of tempjw 
was fond of innocent fports and sunufementsi^ ' 
inftituted an affemWy and ,a bowling-green in 
pariih^ and often promoted the mirth of mecq^ 

in petibn^ His wit was ever poi|;nant,* and' ajt 

••• . _i .>,'..»■ ■•' ■ * ' y , 

• In his Uft aincft, ^friend at thc^oaor'g.callitig td^l 
bow be did, aii4 mentkniing the deaxVi oi * ^Ttoxi, ^\t5 
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levelled att thofe who fhowed any cohtempt for de- 
cency and religion. His epigram, fpoken extempore 
upon Voltaire, is well known : Voltaire happening to 
ridicule Milton's allegorical perfonagSs of death and 
iin^ Dr. Young thus addreded him :— *j 

Thou art fo witty, profligate and thin, 
Thou feem*ft a Milton with his death and fin. 

As to his character as a poet, his compdfition was 
inftinft in his youth, with as much vanity as was ne- 
•ceffary to excel in that art. He publifhed a colledion 
4>f fucb of his works as he thought the beft, in 1761, 
in four volumes, in duodecimo ; and another was 
publiflied fince. Among thefe, his fatires, intituled, 
The Love of Fame, or, The Univerfal Paffion, are 
by moft confidered as his principal performance. 
They are finely chara6beriftic of that exceffive pride, 
or rather folly, of following prevailing falhions, and 
aiming to be more than we really are, or can poflibly 
be.. Tl^ey were written in early life ; and, if fmooth- 
TX^s of ftyle, brilliancy of wit, and fimplicity of fub- 
jedl,^ can enfure applaufe, our author may demand it 
on this.occafion. After the death of his wife, as he 
had never given any attention to domeilic aiairs, {q 
knowing his unfiti^ for it, he referred the whole 
care and management of his family to his houfekeep- 
«r, to whom he left a handfome legacy. 

It is obferved by Dean Swift, that if Dr. Young, 
in his fatires, had been more merry or fevere, they 
would have been more generally pleafing ; becaufe 
mankind are more apt to be pleafed with ill nature 
and mirth than with folid fenfe and inflrudlion. It 

be;^ in a decline a long lime, faid he waa <^v\r. n^^xxv \» •* 
flicll, by the time he died ; very U\x\^ tt^Xvt^^^^^^^^'^^^ 
whit bui become of the kccucY ^ 

B 
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is alfo obferved of his Night Thoughts, that, though 
they sure chiefly flights of thinking almofl fuper-hu- 
man, fuch as the defcription of death, irom his fecret 
fiand, noting dbwn the follies of a Bacchanalian So- 
ci^ty, the epitaph upon the departed world, and the 
ifluing of Satan from his dungeon ; yet thefe, and^a 
great number of other remarkable flne thoughts, are 
lomedmes overcafl with an air of gloominefs and 
melancholy,* which have a difagreeable tendency^ 
and muft be unpleafing to a cheerful mind ; howev- 
er, it muft be acknowledged by all, that they evidence 
a fingular genius, a lively fancy, an extenfive knowl- 
edge of men, and things, efpecially of the feelings of 
the human heart, and paint, in the ftrongell colours^ 
the vanity of life, with all its fading honours and 
emoluments, the benefits of true piety, efpecially in 
the views of death, and the mod unanfwerable argu- 
ments in fupport of the foul's immortality, and a fu- 
ture flate* 

G. W. 

♦- The Nigiil Thoughts undoubtedlv have their defedH, as 
well as beauties ; but it is generally allowed the latter are far 
more numerous, and fo remarkably ftriking and confpicuous 
to the difcerning reader, ai, in his view, to eclipfe the failings 
which otherwife might -be difcovered therein. 

Dr. Young was convinced of the impropriety of writing the 
Night Thoughts in a ftyle fo much above the underftanding 
of common readers, and faid to a friend, a week or two before 
he died, that was he to publifli fuch another treatife, (refpedt- 
ing fubjedb,) it fliould be in lefs elevated language, and more 
fuited to the capacities of alL 
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J\S the occaiion of this poem was reali not fiditious ; 
fo the method purfued in it, was rather impofeds by 
what fpontaneouily arofe in the author's mind, on that 
occafion, than meditated, or defigned. Which will 
appear very probable from the nature of it. For rt 
differs from the common mode of poetry, which is 
from long narrations to draw {hort morals. Herej 
on the contrary^ the narrative is Aort and the mo- 
rality arifing from it makes the bulk of the poem. 
The reafon of it is, that the fadls mentioned did nat 
urally pour thcfc moral refleflions on the thought 
the writer. 
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JL IR*D nature's fweet reftorer, balmy fleep ! 
5e, like the world, his ready vifit pays 
^ ^here fortune fmiles ; the wretched he forfakes : 
» (wift on his downy pinions flies from woe^ 
Vnd lights on lids unfullyM with a tear. 

From fliort (as ufual) and difturb'd repofe 
. "wake :{how happy they who wake no more l^ 
• Tet that were vain, if dreams hifeft the grave, 
. . wake, emerging from a fea of dreams 
f Tumultuous ; wheie my wreck'd defponding thottght> 
?rom wave to wave of fancy'd miiery, 
\t random drove, her helm of reaibn loft : 
Tho' now reAor'dy 'ti$ only change of pain^ 
A bitter change ! ) feverer for fevere : 
The day too &ort for my diftrefs ; aud jught^^ 
£ven in the zenith of he^ark domam^ 
Ts funfhinej to the colour <>£ my fate* \ 

Night, fable goddefs ; from her ebon tkrone, 
In raylefs majeftyai now firetches forth 
Her leaden icepue o^er a flon^Tm^ vrotV^.. 
filence, bow dead | f^ 4^k&e& \xaw. ^ptoiovwA^ 
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Nor eye, nor lifl'ning ear, an objeft finds ; 
Creation fleeps. I'Tis as the general pu^fe 
fSOf life flood (lill, and nature made a paufe^ 
An awful paufe ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be foon fulfiU'd : 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lofe no more. 

Silence, and darknefs ! folemn fillers ! twins 
From ancient night, who nurl'e the tender thought 
To reafon, and on reafon build refolve, 
(That column of true majefly in man) 
Aflid me : I will thank you in the grave ; 
The grave, your kingdom : tliere this frame (hall fal 
A viSim facred to your dreary fhrine. 
But what are ye ? — ^Thou, who didftput to flight 
Primeval filence, yrhen the morning (tars, 
Exulting, fhouted o'er the rifing ball ; 
O Thou, whofe word from folid darknefs (Iruck 
That fpark, the fun, ftrrke wifdom from my foul ; 
My foul, which flies to thee, her truft, her treafure^ 
As mifers to their gold, while others reft. 

Thro* this opaque of nature, and of foul, / 

This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray, ' 
To lighten, and to cheer. (O lead my mind," 
' (A mind tliat fain would wander from its wo^,) 
Lead it through varrous fcenes of life and death ji 
And from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire.. 
Nor lefs mfpire my condud, than my fong ; 
Teach my beft reafon, reafon, my beft will 
Teach redlitude ; and fix my firm re(blve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay hn Ipng arrear r 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On tWs devoted head, be pour*d in vain. 

The bell (hikes one. We take no note o^ 
!But from its lofs. To give it then a tongui 
Is wJUein jmta. As if an a»ge\ fytte, 
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eel the fclemn found. If heard aright, 

is the knell of mj departed hours : 

^ere are they ? with the years beyond die floods 

is the fis^nal that demands difpatch : 

)w much rs to be done ?tmy hopes and fears 

irt up alarm'dy arid o'er life's narrow verge 

ho^^ownh^dn what ? a fathomlefs abyfs ; 

dread eternity 1 how furely mine i 

idican eternity belong to me, 

or peniioner on the bounties of an hour ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjed, how auguftt 

3w complicate, how wonderful, is man ? 

ow paffing wonder He, who made him fuch 

ho centered in our make fuch ftrange extremes 

cm different natures manrelloufly mizt, 

innexion exquifite -of diftant worlds ! 

ilinguifh'd link in being's endlefs chain ! 

idway from nothing to the Deity ! 

beam etherial, fully'd, and abforpt 1 

lo' fully'd, and diihonour'd, dill divined 

m miniature of greatnefs abfolute ! 

1 heir of glory i a frail child of duft !- 

ilplefs immortal ! infed infinite 1 

worm ! a god ! — I tremble at myiyfi 

id in niyfelf am loft ! (at home a ftranger, ^ 

lought wanders up and down, iurpriz'd, zgh^p 

id wond'ring at her own : how reafon reels ! 

v^hat a miracle to man is man, 

•iumphantly diftrefs'd i what joy, what dread I 

iternately tranfported, and alann'd 1 

hat can preferve my life ! or what deftroy ? 

1 angel's arm can't (hatch me from the grave ; 

Jgions of angels can't confine me there. , 

'Tis pa& corye<5hire ; a\\ dutvgs xVfe Vn ^wsioS. - 

ii'Ie op- my limbs flecp's f oft dom\m«CL iyte^'* 
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What tho* xnj foul phantaftic meafures trod J / 

O'er fairy fields ; or xnoum'd along the gloom I I 

Of pathlefs woods; or, dowm the ori*ggy ftcep I I 

Hurl'd headkmg, fwam with pain the mantled pool: { 1 

Or £cal*d the cliff; or danc'd on hollow winds. 

With antic fbapesy wild natives 6f the brain ? 

Her ceafelefs flight, tho' devious, fpeaks her nature 

Of fubtler eflence than the trodden clod ; 

Adive, aerial, tow'riog, unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her grofs companion's fall. 

Ev'n filent night proclaims my foul immortal-: 

Ev'n filent night proclaims eternal day. 

For human weal, heav'n hufbands all events ; 

DuU fieep inftniSs, nor ^rt vain dreams in vain. 

t Why then their lofa deplore, that are not loft. ? 
vWhy wander^ wretched thaught their tombs around, 
In mfidel diftre^ ? Are angels there ? 
Slumbers, rak'd up in duft, etherial fire ? 

They live ! they greatly live a lifc on eartii 
Unkindled, unconceiv'd ; and from an eye 
^Of tendemefs, let heavenly pity fall 
iOn me, mord juftly number'd with the dead* 
This is the defart, this the folitude : 
How populous^ how vital, is tiifr grave ! 
-:This is creation's melancholy vamt, '^ 

Tl^e vale funereal, the fad cyprefs g^bom ; 
The land of apparitions, empty fhades ; 
r All, all on earth is fliadow, all beyond 
is fubftance/; the reverie is folly's creed ; 
,How folid all, where change fhall be no more ! 

This is the bud of being, \the dim dawn> 
Th^ twilight of our day, the veftibule. 
Lif'e's theatre as yet is fhut, and deatli^ 
Strong dcsuhp'sdone can heave the ina:k'«f bar^ 
^/iM grofs Impediment of c\a^ reiaovoi) 
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And make us embryos of extftence free. 
From real life, but little more remote 
Is he» n<k yet st candidate for lights 
The future embryo, ilumbering in his fire. * 
Embryos we muft be, ttU we burft the fhell. 
Yon ambient azure (hell, and fpring to life» 
The life of gods, O^anfportl^ and of man^ 

Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts ; 
Inters celeftial hopes without one figh. 
Prifoner of earth, and pent beneath the moon. 
Here pinions all his wiihes ; wing'd by heaven 
To fly at infinite ; and reach it there. 
Where feraphs gather immortality* 
On life's £ur tree, fail by the throne of Gonw 
What golden joys ambrofial duft'ring glow 
In His full beam, and ripen for the juft. 
Where momentary ages are no more ! 
Where ti^e, and pain, and chance, and death expire ? 
sSfid-is it JllJtlvB jyight <:Mf threefcore years, 
pV> pu& eterm^ from human thought, 
AndTmother fouls immortal in the dud ^ 
A foul immortal, {pending all her fires. 
Wailing her ftrength in ftrenuous idlen^ls, 
Thrown ^to tumult, raptured, or alarm'd. 
At augMTthis (bene casn threaten, or indulge* 
Kefembles ocean into tempeft wrought. 
To waft a feather, or to ckown a fly. / 

Where falls this cenfure ? It overwhelms myielf* 
How was my heart encruded by the world ! 
O how felf-^tter^d was my groveling foul ! 
How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In filken thought, which reptile fancy fpun, 
Tiirdarken'd reafon lay quite clouded o'er 
With foft conceit of endlefs coxnfouViextt 

C 
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Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the fkiesl 
Night vificmg may befriend, (as fung above :) 
Our waking dreams are fatal: how I dreamt 
Of things impoffible ? (could fleep no morfr?) 
Of j oy s perpetual in perpetual change ? 
Of ftable pleafures on the toffing wave ? 
Eternal funfhine in the ftorms of life ? 
How richly were my noon tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapefbies of pidbured joys ? 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs peri^iftive ! 
Till at deadi's toll, whofe reftlefs iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting 1 woke, and found myfelf undone. 
Where now my frenzy's pompous fiirniture ? 
The cobwcb'd cottage, with its ragged wall 
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to ,me I 
The fpider*s moft attenuated thread 
Is cord, is cable, to man'^ tender tie 
On earthly blifs ; it breaks at every breeze^ 

O ye bleft fcenes of permanent delight ! 
Full, above meafure-! lafting* beyond bound 1 
f A perpetuity of blife is blifs.' 
Could you, fo riph in rapture, fear an end, 
That ghaftly thought would drink up all your joy* 
And quite unparadife the realms of light. % 
Safe are youlodg'd above thefe rolling fpheres ; 
The baleful influence of whofe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciflitudes on all beneath*^ 
Here teems with revolutions every hour ; 
And rarely for the better ; or the beft. 
More mortal than the common births of fate. 
Each moment has its fickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous fcythe, whofe ample fweep 
Strikes empires from the i*oot ; each moment pld.79 
Us little weapon in the narxQwer t^Sskei^ 



• 
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^f fweet domeftic comfort, and cuts down 
The faireft bloom of fublunary blifs. 

Blifs ! fublunary blifs ! — ^proud words and vaiul 
Implicit treafon to divine decree ! 
A bold invafion of the rights of heaven ! 
I clafp'd the phantoms and I found them ain 
rO had I weighed it ere my fond embrace i 
(What darts of agony had mifs'd my heart ! 

Peath ! great proprietor of all ! *tis thine 
[To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars. 
(The fun himfelf by thy permiffion fhines ; 
iAnd, one day, thou (halt pluck him from his fphere. 
(Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhault 
Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreakM on me ? 
Infatiate archer !j could not one fuffice ! 
Thy (Haft flew thrice ; and thrice my peace was flain; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fiU'd her horn. 
O Cynthia ! why fo pale ? Dofl thou lament 
Thy wretched neighbour? grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs change outwhirPd in human life ? 
•How .wanes my borrowed blifs ? From fortune's fmile, 
^Precarious courtefy i nor virtue^s fure, 
.|Self-givcn, folar, ray of found delight. 
' In every vary'd poftuie, place, and hour, 
How wicfow'd every thought of every joy ! 
■Thought, bufy thought ! too buiy for my peace 1 
Thro' the dark poftem of time long elaps'd, 
Led foftly, by the ftillnefs of the night. 
Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves !) 
Strays (wretched rover 1) o'er the pleafing pafl; 
In queft of wretchednefi perverfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defert now ! and meets the ghoft<^ 
Ofmjdepait^d joys; a numeiou&ts^mV l\ 
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rue the riches of my former fate I 
Iweet comfort's blafted cUiiters I lament ; 
I tremble at the hlefllngs once fo dear ; 
[And every pleafure paisis me to the heart.; 

Yet why complain ? or why complam for one ? 
Hangs out the fun its luftre but for me. 
The fingle.man i are angels all befide ? 
I mourn for millions : 'tis the comnK>n lot ; 
In this fhape, or in that» has fate entail'd 
The mother's throws on all of woman bom» 
Not more the children^ than fure heirs of pain* 

War, famine, peft, Tolcano, (lorm, and fire* 
Inteftine broils, oppreffion^ with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, befiege mankind* / 
God's image difinherited of day, 
Here, plung'd in mines, forgets a fun was made. 
There, beings deathlefs as meir haughty lord, 
Are hsunmer'd to the galling oar for li^ ; 
And plow the winter's wave, and reap dedfpair. 
Some for hard mafters, broken under arms. 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Seg bitter btead thro* realms their valour (av'd. 
If fo the tyrant^ or his minion, doom. 
Want, and incurable difeaie, (fell pair ! ) 
On hopelefs multitudes r^morielefs ietze 
At once ; and make a refuge of the grave : 
How gproantng hofpitals ejeft their <fead 1 
What numbers groan lor fad admiflion diere I 
What numbers, once in fortune's lap high fed. 
Solicit the cold hand o£ charity ! 
To fhocb us more^ {51icit it in ^eain 1 
Ye iilken fons of pleafure ! iinee in pains 
You rue more modifit viilts, vifit hare. 
And breathy from your debauch vgive, asi4 re^ttc 
^urfeit's dominioa o'er you : but Co.^«^\. 
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Your impudence, you bhifh at what is right* 

Happy ! did forrow &ize cm fuch alone* 
Not pradence can defend, or virtue fave ; 
Difeafe invades the chafteft temperance i 
And punifbnient the guiltlefs ; and alarm. 
Thro' thickeft fhades, purfues the fond of peace. 
Man's caution often into dang^ turns, 
Amd his guard siting, crufbes htm to deadi. 
Not happinefs itfelf makes good her name i 
Our very wiihes give us not our wifh. 
How cHftant oft ^ thing w^ doat on ^lofty 
From that for which we doat, felicity ? 
The fmootheft courfe of natm« has its pxtns ; 
And trueft friends^ thro' error, wcnmd oiur reft. 
Without misfortune wliat calamities I 
And what hoflilities, withomt a £be ? 
Nor are foes waatinjp to the befl: oa eardi. 
But endlefs is the lift of human ilk. 
And fighs might fooner fail, than caufe to figh. 

A part how finall of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenanted fay m^a ? the reft » wafte^ 
Rdicks, defais, frozen feas^ aiad burning (ands ! 
\\^ild haunts of monflers, poiibns, ftings, and death. 
Such is eardi's mekncholy map \ Bu^ hr 
More fad fk^is^earth is a true map of man : 
"So boundea^re its haughty lord's delights 
To woe^s wide emfure ) where deep troubles ^o&i 
Loud forrows howl, envoiomi'd paiGons bitet 
Ravenous calamities our vitak feize. 
And threat'mng £xte wide opens to devour. 
What then am I, who forrow for myielf i 
In age, in tn&ncy, from others aid 
Is all our hi^e ; to teach ns to b^ kind. 
Thatt oatore's BrAf Idt le^Kxi tx> masQkjsoA x 
The felBih besot dtSanres the pala it feeVa^ 
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More generous forrow, while it finksi exalts ;• 
And confcious virtue mitigates the pang. 
Nor virtue, more than prudence, bids me give 
Swoln thought a fecond channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too the torrent of dieir grief. 
Take then, O world ! thy much indebted tear : 
How fad a fight is human happinefs. 
To thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hou: 

thou ! whatever thou art, whofe heart exults ! 
Would'ft thou I fhould congratulate thy fate ? 

1 know thou would'ft ; thy pride demands it from m 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, 
The falutary cenfure of a friend* 

Thou happy wretch ! by blindnefs thou art bleft ;, 
By dotage dandled to perpetual fmiles. 
KiioWf fmiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd ;, 
Thy pleafure is the promife ofthy pain... 
Misfortune, like a creditor fevere, 
But rifes in demand for her delay : 
She makes a fcourge of paft profperity^ 
To (ling thee more, and double thy difh-efs. 
Lorenzo, fortune makes her court to thee. 
Thy fond heart dances, while the Syren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare ; think me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to fecure thy joys. 
Think not that fear is facred to the ftorm. 
Stand on thy guard againft the fmiles of fate. 
Is heaven tremendous in its frowns ? Moft fure ^ 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not difcharge from care ; 
And fhould alarm us full as much as woes j- 
Awake us to their caufe and confequence ; 
And make us. tremble, weighed with our defert v 
A we nature's tumult, aad cbaftile Vex \oih 
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Left while we clafp, we kill them ; nay, invert 
To worfe than fimple mifery, their charms. 
^Revolted joys, like foes ia civil war, 
'Like bofom friendlhips to refentment four'd, 
(With rage invenom'd rife againft our peacg^ 
Beware what earth calls happinefs ; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire^ 
Who builds on lefs than an immortal bafe, 
Fond as he feems, condenms his joys to death* 

Mine dy'd with thee, Philander 1 thy laft f\gh 
DifTolv'd the charm ; the difinchanted earth 
Loft all her luftre. Where, her glittering towers ? 
Her golden mountains, where ? ^1 darken'd down 
To naked wafte ; a dreary vale o£ tears : 
The great magician's.dead 1 Thou poor, pale piece 
Of outcaA earth, in darknefs 1 what a change 
From yefterday ! Thy darling* hope fo near, 
(LoAg laboured prize !) O how ambition flulh'd 
Thy glowing cheek ! ambition truly great, 
Of virtuous praife. Death's fubtle feed Within, 
( Sly treacherous miner 1 ) working in the dark, 
Smil'd at thy well concerted fcheme, and beckon'd 
The worm to riot on that rofe fo red, 
Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey !' , 

Man*s forefight is condidonaUy wife ; 
Lorenzo ! wifdom into folly turns, 
Oft, the-firft inftant,,its idea fair 
To labouring thought is bora* How dim our eye ? 
The prefent moment terminates our fight 5 
Clouds, thick as thofe.Qi^doomfday, drown the next ^ 
We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles f and each. 
E'er mingled with the ftreaming fands of life, 
By fate's inviolable oath is fworn 
Veep JUeace, ** Where j^J^enuty Y^t^vas^ 
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'By nature's law, what may be, may be now 5 
There's no prerogative in human hours. 
In human hearts what bolder thought can rife* 
Than man's prefumption on to-morrow's dawn ? 
HVhere is to-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this is certain ; the reverie 
Is fure to none ; and yet' on this perhaps f 
This perad*oeniure<t infamous for lies. 
As on a rock of adamant, we build 
Our mountain hopes ; fpin out eternal fchemes» 
As we the fatal fifters could t)ut4pin, 
And, big with life's futurities, expire./ 

Not e^n Philander had befpoke his fhrood ; 
Nor had he caufe \ a warning was deny'd \ 
How many fall as fudden, not as fafe ! 
As fudden, though for jears admoniih'd home. 
Of human ills the laft extreme beware, 
Beware, Lorenzo ! a flow fudden death. ' 

How dreadful that deliberate furprize t 
Be wife to-da J ; 'tis madnefs to defer ; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till wifdom is puik'd out ^ life. 
Procraflination is the thtef of time ; 
Year after year it fleals, till all are fied* 
And to the mercies of a n^ment leaves 
The vafl concerns of an eternal fcene. 
If not fo frequent, would not this be ((ranged 
That 'tis fo frequent, this is ftranger ftilL. 

Of man's miraculous mtflakes, this bears 
The palm, ^That all men axie about 10 Uve,'^ 
For ever on the brink of being bom. 
All pay themfblves the compfiment to thlide 
They one day fkall not drivel ; and their pride 
On this reverfion takes up ready praife ; 
At lead, their awn> tbttr fusture Ssk^^ ?i^^\a»^\ 
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How exceilent that life they ne'er will lead ! 

Time lodg'd in their own hands is folly's vails ; 

That lodg'd in fite's, to wtfdom they confign ; 

The thing they can't but purpoie, they poftpone ; 

'Tis not in ^olly^ not to fcom a fool ; 

And fcarce in human wifdom to do more. 

All promiie is poor dilatory man, 

And that through every ftage : when youQg, indee<^ 

In full content we ibmetimes nobly reft, 

Unanxious for ourfelves ; and only w^h. 

As duteous fbns, our' fathers were more wiie. 

At thirty man fufpeds himielf a fopl ; 

Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan % 

At fifty chides his infamous delay, 

Pulhes his prudent purpofe ut refoWe ; 

In all the magnanimity of thought 

Refolves ; and re-refolves ; then dies die fame. 

And why ? because he thinks himfelf immortaL 
All men think all men mortal, but themfelves ; 
Themfelves, when ibme alarming (hock oihte 
Strikes through their wounded hearts the fudden dread;; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. 
Soon clofe ; where pad the fhaft, no trace is found ; 
As from the wing no fear the iky retains ; 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel ; 
So dies in himian hearts the thought of death* 
Even with the tender tear which nature fheds 
O'er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave* 
Can I ferret Phil^ider ? That were ftrange ? 

O my full heart ! But fhould I give it vent^ 

The longeft nieht, though longer far, would faS,. 
And the lark liften to my midnight fong; , 

The fprightly lark's ihrill mattin wakes the mom ; 
GriePs fharpeft thorn hard prefimg ou nr^ \]Pc«dS^> 
J/lrive, with wakeful melody » to cYiets 
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The fuUen gloom fweet philomel ! like riiee^> 
And call the ftars to liften : every ftar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 
Yet be not vain ; there are, who thine excel, 
And charm thro' diftant ages : wrapt in (hade^ 
Prifoner of darknefs ! to the filent hours, 
How often I repeat their rage divine. 
To lull my griefs, and fteal my heart from woe ! 
I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 
Dark, though not blind, like thee, Maeonides ! 
Or, Milton ! thee ; ah could I reach your (train ! 
Or his, who made Maeonides our own. 
Man. too he fung : immortal man I fing : 
Oft biirft my fong beyond the bounds^ of life ! 
What, now, but immortality can pleafe ? 
O had he prefs'd his theme, purfu'd the track,, 
Which opens out of darknefs into day ! 
O had he mounted on his wing of fite, 
Soar'd, where I fink, a^d fung immortal man !. 
How had it blell mankind, and refcu'd me ?. 
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W HEN the cockcrewyhewept/-- *finoteb7thate7e 
Which looks on ine» on all : that pow'r, who bids 
This midnij?ht centinel, with clarion fhrlU, 
Emblem of that which fhall awake the dead^ 
Rouze fouls from {lumber^ into thoughts of heaven* 
Shall I too weep ? where then is fortitude ? 
And fortitude abandon'd, where is man ? 
I know the terms on which he fees the light t 
He that is bom, is Uf^ed : life is w^r, 
]Eltemal war with woe : who bears it beft^ 
JDeferves it leafL — On other themes I'll dwelL 
Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on l£iee, 
And thine, on themes may profit ; profit there. 
Where mofl thy need : themes uxv the genuine growth 
Of dear Philander's duft. He, thus, tho' ^ad, 
May ftill befriend. — ^What themes ? Times wond'rous 
Death, &iend(bip, and Philander's final fcene. [price» 

So could I touch thefe themes, as might obtain 
TTi/ne ear, nor leave thy heart qmte ^\fexi^a^ ^ 
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The good deed would delight me, half imprefs 
On my dark cloud an iris ; and from grief 
Call glory. — ^Doft thou mourn Philander^s fate ? 
I know thou fay'ft it : Says thy life the fame I 
fHe mourns the dead who liTes as they defbe^ 
Where. ts that thrift, that avarice of time, 
{O glorious avarice 1) thought of death iniplres^ 
As rumour'd robberies enckar our gold ? 

time 1 than gold more facred j more a load 
Than lead, to «>ols ? and fools reputed wife. 
What moment granted man without accoimt ? 
What years are fquander'd, wifdom's debt unpaid ? 
Our wealth in days all due to that diicharge. 
Hafte, hafte i he lies in wait, he's at the door, 
rihfidious death ! (hould his ftrong hand arreftf 

1 No compofition fets the prifoner free. 
Eternity's inexorable chain 

(Fad binds ; and vengeance claims the full arrear. 

How late I fhudder'd on the brink ! how late 
Life call'd for her laft refuge in defpair ! 
That time is mine, O Meadi to thee I owe; 
Fain would I pay thee ^ith eternity : 
But ill my genius anfwers my defire ; 
My fickly fong is mortal, paft thy cure. 
Accept ^e will ; — diat dies not with my ftrain* 

For what calls thy dLfeafe, Lorenzo ? Not 
For Efculapian, but for mond aid. 
Thou think'ft it folly to be wife too foon. 
1 Youth is not rich hi time ; it may be poor : 
Part with it as with money, faring ; pay 
Ko moment, but in purchsfe of its worth ; 
And what its worth, afk death^beds ; they can tellf 
Part with it as with life, reludant ; big ., 
vWtth holj hope <jf nobler time to coooe \ 
^T/me higher sum% ftiU neaier tke ^;italTDdf^ 
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fOf men and aiigels ; virtue more divine. 

j Is this our duty, wifdom, glory, gain ? 
AThefe heaven benign in vital union binds) 
;, And fport we like tie natives of the bough, 
^hen vernal funs infpire ? Amufement reigns 

Man's great demand : to trifle is to live^ ' 
/And is -it then a trifle, too, to die fj 

Thou fay'fl: I preach, Lorenzo ! 'tis confeft. 

AVhat if, -for once, I preach thee quite awake? 

Who wants amufement in the flame of battle-i 

Is it not trcafon to the foul immortal, 

Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? 

Will toys amufe, when med'cines cannot cure ? 

When fpirits ebb, when life's enchanting fcenes 

Their luftre lofe, and lefFen in our fight, 

(As lands, and cities^with their glittering fpires* 

To the poor fliatter'd bark, byfudden florm 

Thrown off to fea, and foon to perifli there) 

Will toys amufe ? No ^ thrones will then be toys^ 

And earth and ikies feem duft upon the fcale. 
Redeem we time ? 'its lofs we dearly buy. 

What pleads Lorenzo for his high priz'd fports ? 

He pleads time's numerous blanks ; he loudly pleads 

The fl:raw like trifles on life's conunon ftream. 

Fromwhoin thofe blanks, and trifles, but from thee.! 
^o blank, no. trifle, nature made, or meant. 

Virtue, or purpos'd virtue, ftill be thine ; 

This cancels thy complaint at onc^ ; this leaves 

In adl no trifle, and no blank in time : 

This greatens, fills, immortalizes all ; 

This, the bleft art of turning all to gold ; 

This, the good heart's prerogative to raife 

A royal tribute from the pooreft hours. 
/OTine/i/e revenue ! every moment T^a.'^s. 
J^ nothing more than porpofe m ^i -^o^ist % 
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Thy purpofe firm, is equal to the 4eed : 

Who does the beft his circumftance allows, 

J3oes well, ads nobly ; angels could no more. 

Our outward ad, indeed, admits reftraint ; 

*Tis not in things o'er thought to domineer ; [ven. 

Guard well thy thought; our thoughts are heard in hea- 

On all important time, through every age, 
Tho' much, and warm, the wife have urg'd if the man 
vis yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour\ 

" I've loft a day," ^the prince who nobly cry'd. 

Had been an emperor without his crown ; 
Of Rome ? fay, rather, lord of human race: 
He fpoke, as if deputed by mankind. 
So (hould all fpeak ; fo reafon fpeaks in all 4 
From the foft whifpers of that God in man. 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly. 
For refcue from the blefling we poffefsf 
Time, the fupreme!— *time is eternity ; 
.Pregnant widi aU eternity can give ; 
Pregnant with dU that makes archangels fmile. 
tWho murclers time he cruflies in the birth 
JA. power- etherial, only not ador'd.) 
! Ah ! how unjuft to nature, and.himfelf, 
lis thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconflftent man ! 

f' * Lke children babhng nonfenfe in their fports, 
^e cenfure nature for a fpan too fliort ; 
hat fpan too fliort, we tax as tedious too ; 
orture invention, all expedients tire, 
\To lafii the lingering moments into fpeed, 
^nd "lyhirl us (happy riddance !) from ourfelves. 
[Art, brainlefs art ! our furious charioteer, 
j( For , nature's voice "unftifled wordd recall ) 
iDrives headlong tow'rds the precipice of deadi ; ^^^^ 
Death, inofl: our dread! death th\^ixioiedi«9L<^bi2bxoA&x 
what a riddlt of abfurdityl \ 
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Leifure is pun ; takes off our chariot wheels; 
How heavilj we dng the load of life ! 
Blefl leHure is our cuxfe ; like that of Catn, 
It makes us wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrraQt, thoa^t. As Atlsu groan'd 
The world beneath^ we groan beneath an hour. 
We cry for mercy to the next amufement ; 
The next amufement mortgages our fields ; 
flight inconTenience ! priibns hardly frown. 
From hateful time if prifons fet us free. 
Yet when death kindly tenders us relief* 
We call him cruel ; years to moments fhrink. 
Ages to years. The telefcope is tum'd : 
To man's falfe optics (from his foHy falfe) 
Time, in adrance, behind him hides his wings. 
And feems to creep, decrepit with his age ; 
Behold him, when pad by ; what«then is feen. 
But his broad pinions fwhfter than the winds ? 
And all mankind, in contradidion ilrong, 
Rueful, aghaft ! cry out on his career* 

Xieave to thy foes the£e errors, and thefe lUs ; 
To nature juft, their caufe and cure explore. 
Kbt fhort heaven's bounty, boundiefs our expence ; 
No niggard, nature y men are prodigals. 
We wafte, not ufe our time : we breathe^ not lire. 
(Time wafted is exiftence, us'/d is life 
And bare exiftence, man, to live ordain'd. 
Wrings, and oppre^es with enormous wdght; 
And why ? fince tame was given for ufe, not waile, 
Enjoin'd to fly ; with tempeft, tide, and ftars, 
T*o keep his fpeed, nor ever wait for man ; 
Ttme^ ufe was doom'd a pleafure ; wafte, a pain ; 
That man might feel his «Tor, if unfeen ; 
jAnd, feeling. Ay to labour for bk cuse ; 
>r, blunderingf fplit on id\sxk.e&ioT ^s»£it« 
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Life's tares are coxxifiNi^ ; fach by heaven defign'd ; 
He that has none» muft make them, or be ¥rretched. 
Cares are employments ; and without employ 
The fool is on a rack ; the rack ctf^reil» 
To fouls moft adverfe 5 a6tioa aH their joy. 

Here» then, the riddle, mark'd above, unfolds ; 
Then time turns lament, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wreftle with great. nature's plan ; 
We thwart the, Deity I and 'tis decreed^ 
.Who thwart his will, {hall'contradid their pwn. 
Hence our unnatural quarrel with oorfelves ; . 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bofom broil ; 
Wo pnfh time from us, and we wiOi him back ; 
X^viifa of luftrums, and yet fond of life ; 
Life we think long, and (bort ; death- feel:, and (hun; 
Body and foul, like peevifh man and wife» 
United jar* and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark days 6f vanity I while here. 
How taftelefs ! and how terrible, when gone ! 
Oone ? they ne'er go ; when pa^ they haunt us fiill; 
The fpirit walks 01 every day deceased ; 
And fmiles an angel, or a fury frowns. 
Nor death, nor lite, delight us. If time pad. 
And time poffe&f both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd. 
Time usM. The man who confecrates his hours 
Bf vigorous efibrt, and an faoneft aim. 
At once he draws the fting c£ life and death ; ' 
He walks widi nature ; and her paths are peace. , 

Our error^s xaufe and cure are fees : iee next 
Timers nature, origin, importance, fpeed ; 
And thy great gain frpm uiiging his career- 
All fenfn^ man, becanfb untouched, tmfeen* 
He looks OQ time as J^diing* lilothbvg^^t 
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Is truly maxims ; 'tis fortune's. — ^Time's a god. 

Thou haft nVer heard of Time's omnipotence ; 

For, or againft, what wonders can he do ! 

And will : to ftand blank neuter he difdains. 

Not on thofe terms was Time (heav'ns ftranger ! ) fent 

On his important embaffy to man. 

Lorenzo ! no : on the long deftin'd hour^ 

From everlafting ages gr6wing ripe. 

That memorable hour of wond'rous births. 

When the dread Sire, on emanation bentf 

And bic; with nature, rifmg in his might, 

Call'd forth creation, (for then Time was bom,) I 

By Godhead ftreaming through a thoufand worlds ; | 

Not on thofe terms, from the great days of heaven. 

From old Eternity's myfterious orb, 

Was Time cut o£F, and caft beneath the ikies ; 

The (kies, which watch him in his new abode» 

Meafuring his motions by revolving fpheres. 

That herologe machinery divine. 

Hours, days,and months,and years, his children, play» 

Like numerous wings around him, as he flies ; 

Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they fhape 

His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame. 

To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reft. 

And join anew Eternity, his fire ; 

In his immutability to neft. 

When worlds, that count his circles now,, unhing'd, 

(Fate the loud fxgnal founding) headlong ruih ' 

To timekfs night, and chaos, whence they rofe. 

Why fptir the fpeedy ? why with levities 
New-wing thy fhort, fhort day's too rapid flight ? 
KnoVft thou, ^r what thou doft, or what is done ? 
Man flies fiom time, and time from man ; too foon ? 
In fad divorce, this double flight muft end : 
And then, where are we J wYicrt,ljOt«wLo\ '^^ssk> 
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• Thy fports ? thy pomps ?— I grant thee, in a date 
Kot unambitious ; in the raffled fhroud, 

_ Thy Parian tombs triumphant arch beneath. 
Has death his fopperies ? then well may life 
Put on her plume, and in her rainbow fhine. 

Ye well asray'd I ye lilies of our land ! 
,Ye lilies male i who neither toil, nor fpin, 
^As fifler lilies ^ight) if not fo wife 
As Solomon, inore f^mptuous to the fight ! 
Ye delicate ! who nothing can fupport, 
Yourfelves moft infupportable ! for whom 
The winter rofe muft blow, the fun put on 

t A brighter beam In Leo ; fUky foft f 

Fa^nius, breathe ftill fofter, or be chid ; 

• And other worlds fend odours, fauce, and fong. 
And Tobes, and notions, fram'd in foreign looms ! 

' O ye Lorenzos -of our ^ge ! who deem 
One moment unamus'd, a miiery 
Not made for feeble man 1 who call aloud . 

• For every bawble, drivell'd o'er by fenfe ; 
For rattles, and conceits of every caft, 
For change, of follies, and relays of joy» 

To drag your patient through the tedious lengtli 
Of a (hort winter's day-^p-fay, fages ! (ay, 
^ Wit's oracles ! fay, dreamers of gay dreams ! 
How will you weather an eternal night. 
Where fuch expedients fail ? 

O treach'rous confcience ! while fhe feems to fleep 
On rofe and myrtle, luU'd with fyren fong ! 
While {he feems, nodding o'er her charge, to drop 
On headlong appetke the (lacken'd rein» 
And give us up to licence, unrecall'd^ ^ 
XJnmark'd ; — ^fee, from behind her fecret ftand. 
The fly inforiner minutes every (auk) 
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And her dread diary With holrdr fills. 

Not the grofs ilft alotie ehiploys her pen ; 

She reconnbitrei feiicy's airy band, 

A watchful foe ! The formidable Q>y> 

Xfift'ning) overhears the whifpers of bur caitap 5 

Our dawning purpofes of heart explores. 

And deals our embryos of iniquity. 

As all rapacious ufurers conceal 

Their doomfday book from all coniuming heirs ; 

Thus, with indulgence moft feveiiej (he treats 

Us fpendthrifts 01 ineftimable dine ; 

Unnoted, notes each itiomentmifapply^d; 

In leaves more dm-able than leaves of bra^ 

Writes oar whole hifloty ; which death (hall read 

In every pale delinquent's private ear ; 

And judgment {)ublifk ; publifh to more worlds 

Than this ^ and endlefs age in grokns refotind* 

Lorenzo, fuch that ileepet- in thy breaft 1 

Such is her flumber and her vengeance fuch ; 

For flighted counfel ? fuch thy fixture peace ! 

And think'i): thou dUl thou can'ft be wife too fdan} 

But why oh tinre fo lavifli is my ibng ? 
On this gre^ theme kind nature keeps a £[^ool^ 
To teach her fons herfelf. £adi Ti?ght we die> 
Each morn are bom anew ; each day, a l^e 1 
And fhall we kill each day ? if trifling kills •, 
Sure vice mufl butcher. O what heaps of flam 
Cry out fdr vengeance on us ? time deftroy'd 
Is fuicide, where more than blood is fpilt. 
Tone flies, death urges, knells call, heaven in\$t^ 
Hell threatens ; all exerts ; in effort, all ; 
More than creation labours !-^Labburs more ? 
And is there in creation, what, amidfl: 
This tumult untverfal, w\tve*d ^i$^x.c.Vi> 
A,nd ardent energy, fupa^y ^ww^s^^— 
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Man deeps ; and n;an alone ; and man, whofe fate» 
Fate irreverfibte, entire, extreme, 
£ndlefs, h9.ir-hung, breeze-fhaj^en, o'er the gulph 
A mon^t triemblps ; drpps ! and man, fpr whpm 
All eUe is ii^ alarm ; man, the fol<^ caufe 
Of this furrounijlng ftorm I an4 yet he flaeps^ 
As the iionn jrock'd to reft.-— Thrpw years away f 
Throw empires, an^ be b^amelefs. IVfconen^s feize. 
Heaven's on their ving ; a moment we nii^y wifb, 
When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day ftand (lilli 
Bid hin^ drive back his c^, recall, retaj^g 
Fatf 'f haf^y prey : implore hin^, reimport 
The per^gd paft, rejjiye the given hour, 
liorenzo, pnore ijja^ flairacles \ye want ; 
irf)renzo-rO &r yefterdays to cpme I 
Such is the language of tjie man awalte ; 

His ardour i^h, for what pppi^eiTes thee. 

And i$ hh ardour vai^, Lorenzo ? No ; 

That more th^9 miracle the gods indulge ; 

To-day if^ yefterday ije^i^^u'd j returned 

FtiU VoyfM*i tp cancel expiate, r^ife, adom^ 

And reinftate us pn the rock of peace. 

Let it not (hare its pred^^ijbr's f a^e j / 

Nor, liiie it$ elder fifter^, die a fool. 

Sh^U it evaporate in fu^^ie ? fly off 

FuliginQU^ and ftain i;^ d^per ftijl ? 

Shall w^ bfi pppiper fpr the pknty pour'd ? 

More WTfU^cki^d for the qkm^ncies of hieav'n ? 
Where fhall J find him f AngeU 1 tell m^ where, 

Tou jmow HifX 9 h,e is ^lep- ypu t point hin^ out : 

Shall I i^ glpries bean^ipg from his ^rpw ^ 

Or tiBce hi$ fo*^fteps by the ;rifmg floWrs ? 

Your jrpldeii wings* ^ow hov'riijg o'er him, fted 

Proteaion ; now a|ie walking in applaufe 
To that blea foti of forefight I lord o£ £^t^ \ 
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That awful independent on to-morrow ! 

Whofe work is done ; who triumphs in the pad ; 

Whofe yefterdays look backwards with a fmile ; \ 

Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they Ay ; 

That common, but opprobrious lot ; pad houis. 

If not by guilt, yet wound us by their fiight. 

If folly bounds our profpeft by the grave, 

AH feeling of futurity benumb'd ; 

All gbdlike paflion for eternals quench'd ; 

All reliih of realities expir'd j 

Renounc'd all correfpondence with the &ies ; 

Out freedom chained ; quite winglefs our defire ; 

In fenfe dark prifon'd all that ought to foar ; 

Prone to the centre ; crawHng in the duft ^ 

Difmounted every great and glorious aim ; 

Embruted every faculty divine ; 

Heart-buried in the rubbifh of the world. 

The world, that gulph of fouU, immortal fouls. 

Souls elevate, angelic, wing'd with fire 

To reach the diilant &ies, and triumph there 

On thrones, whichlhallnotmoumtheirmafterschang'd 

Though we from earth ; etherial, they that fell 

Such veneration due, O man, to man. 

Who venerate themfelves, the world defpife. 
For what, gay friend ! is this efcutcheon'd world. 
Which hangs out peath in one eternal night ? 
A night, that glooms us in the noon tide ray, ^ 
And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the fliroud* 
Life's little flage is a fmall eminence. 
Inch high the grave above ; that home of man, 
Where dwells the multitude j we gaze around. 
We read their monuments, we figh ; and while 
We figh, we fink ; and are what we d^plor'd ; 
Lamenting, or lamented^ ill o>xr VjxV 
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teath at diftance ? No : he has been on thee ; 
rWen fure eameft of his final blow, 
hours, which lately fmil'd^ where are they now ? 
to thought, and ghaflly ! drown'd, all drown'd 
it great deep, which nothing difembogues ; 
dying, they bequeathed thee fmall renown, 
eft are on the wing ; how fleet their flight i 
dy has the fatal train took fire ; 
ment, and the world*s blown up to thee ; 
iin is darknefs, and the ftars are duft. 
s greatly wife to talk with our paft hours ; 
dk them, what report they bore to heaven ; 
low they might have borne more welcome news, 
anfwers form what men experience call ; 
dom's friend, her beft ; if not, worft foe. 
oncile them ! kind experience criesi 
re's nothing here, but what as nothing weighs ; 
more our joy, the more we know it vain ; 
. by fuccefs are tutor'd to defpair.' 
» it only thus, but muft be fo. 
knows not this^ though gray, is ftill a child, 
then from earth the grafp, of fond defire^ 
li anchor, and ibme happier clime explore. 
: thou fo moor'd thou can'ft not difengage, 
:ive thy thoughts a ply to future fcenes ? 
by life's pamng breath, blown up from earth, 
, as the fiimmePs duft, we take in air 
ment's giddy flight, and fall again ; 
he dull mafs, increafe the trcidden foil, 
deep till earth herfelf fliall be no more ; 
then (as enln^ets, their fmall world o'erthiown) 
ore ama^dyfrom out earth's ruins crawl, 
rife to fate extreme of foul or fair^ 
an's own choice, (controMknrolx&^^v^^K^ 
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(O how omnipotent is time !) decrees ; 
Should not each. warning give a ftrong aUmn 
Wamingy far lefs than that of boibm torn 
From bofom, bleeding o'er the facred dead 1 
Should not each dial fbike us as we pafs» 
Portentous, as the written wall, which ftruck. 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Adrian pale^ 
Ere Vhile high flufh'd with infblence and wine^ 
Like that, the dial fpeaks; and points to thee^ 
Lorenzo ! loth to break the banquet up« 

* O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ;; 

* And, while it lafts, is emptier than my fhade. 
Its iilent language fuch t nor need'ft thou caU 
Thy Ma?i, to decypher what it means. 
Know, like the Median, fate is in thy walls t 

Doft aik. How ? whence ? Bel&azzec like, amaz'd ? 
Man's make enclofes the fure feeds of death $ 
Life feeds- the murderer : ingrate t he thrives 
On her own meal, and then his mxrfe devours. 

But, here, Lorenzo, the delufion.Hes :. 
That ifolar fhadow, as k meafures life^ 
It life, refembles too t life ^eeds away 
Prom point to point, tiioug^ feeming to ftaad AilL 
The cunning fugitive is fwift by fteaith i 
Too fubtle is the Imovement to be feen :;; 
Yet foon man^s hour is up,.and we aire gone. 
Warnings point out our danger ; gnomons, time- 1 
As thefe are ufelefs when the fuil is^fet >; 
So thofe, but whem more glorious j^eafon ihines.. 
Reafon fkotdd judge in all;, in neatlbn's ey^ ' 
That fedentary iba Aow tra^ds hard. / 
But fuch our gi!xviiatiaa to ths mito^t 
So prone otu* hearts to whifper what we^wiih^ 
'Tis later with, the miie, .them 'he^awaifib ' 

A WIlmiDgtoa ffns flofwer l^aMl^^i^ 



And aQ iBanklnd miftabe their &aa» ofdaj ^ 
£v'n age itfelf. , Freik hopes are hourly fowa 
In furrow'd bnnrc So gentle life's ddcent^ 
"We fhut our ejes^ and thmk it is a [dain. 
IVe take £ur days in winter^ far the Spring i 
-And turn our hleffings mto bane. Since oft 
^an muH: compme tiiat age he cannot £eAp 
He fcarce believes he^s older for his ^^ears. 
Thus» at Jijfe's lateft ev«» we keep in ilore 
One difappotntmenc ioxrey to crown the reft f 
The difappointment of a fnroinis'd hour. 

On th^ or fimiku-y Philander ! ihon 
Who^e mind was morale as the pneacher's toague; 
And fbosgy to wield all ictence, worth the name ^ 
How often we talked down the funmier's Am* 
And cQol'd our paffiosis by the breezy ftream I 
How often thaw'd, and fluDrten'd winter's evey 
By conflidk kind, that firuck out latent tnxth. 
Bed foundy, fo foiight ; to the Teduie more jcoj i 
Thoughts diffintaqgle pafling o^er the lip i 
Clean runs i^ dxread ; if not* 'tis thsown away> 
Or kept to tye up noofenfe for a {qng i 
Song, fafhionaUy ftuitlds ; fuch as ilains 
The fancy, and ui^halloir'd paflion fin^ ;. 
Chiming her faints to Cytherea's fane. 

Know'fl thou^ J[b0ienz6 1 what a friend cantatas ? . 
As bees mixt inedar draw fbom fragrant flow'rs^ 
So men &om FmaiissMiFy wifdom and delight ; 
T^ns ty'd hy nannxv ^ tliey part they die. 
Haft thou rio fviend tto fet thy mind abroach f 
Good fenfe willlbagxiate. Thou^^ (hut up« want aiiV 
And ipoil, like haibs vmopen'drto ^ihe fiHU 
Had thei^htikieQiaV^^fweet jpeenh had been deaaif.d % 
Spee^fa^dtou^lIt^ean^^ipseGhlth(aKlj^>sl^^ 
lliougbt m me xmxifi^mBMj «$mtt%xscSDL^^ih9Si. ^^% 
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When coin'd fn word, we know its veal wortk«^ 
If fterling, ftore it for thy future ufe ; 
'Twill buj thee benefit ; perhaps, renown. 
Thought too, delivered, is the more polTeft ; 
Teaching, we learn ; and giving, we retain 
The births of intelle^ ; when dumb, forgot* 
Speech ventilates our intelledual fire ; 
Speech bumifhes our mental magazine ; 
Brightens, for ornament ; and whets, ^or ufe. 
What numbers, fheath'd in erudition, lye, 
Plung'd to the hilts in venerable tomes. 
And rufted in ; who might have borne an edge. 
And play'd a fprightly beam, if bom to fpeech ; 
If bom bleft heirs of half their mother's tongue ? 
'Tis thought's exchange, which, like th' alternate pufk 
Of waves confiidting, breaks the learned fciun» 
And defecates the Itudent's flanding pool. 

In contemplation is his proud refource ? 
*Tis poor, as proud, by converfe unfuftain'd. 
Rude thought runs wild in contemplation's field ; 
Converfe, the menage, breaks it to the bit 
Of due reftraint ; and emulation's fpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw'd. 
'Tis converfe' qualifies for folitude ; 
As exercife, for falutary reft. 
By that untutor'd, contemplation raves ; 
And nature's fool, by wifdom is outdone. 

Wifdom, tho' richer than Peruvian mines^ 
And fweeter than the fweet aixitHtifial hive* 
What is fhe, but the means of happinefs I 
That unobtain'd, than folly more a fool ; 
A melancholy fool, without her bdls. 
Friendfhip, the means of wifdom> richly gives 
The precious end, which xnakes out '^n^doui 'wtfe« 
Nature, in zeil&xhixmK^zxa^ 
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Denies^ or damps, aii undiTided joy. 
Joy is an import ; joy b an exchange ; 
Joy flies monopoHfts : it calls for two } 
Rich fruit ! heaVn planted ! never pluckt by oncw 
Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give 
. To focial man true relifh of himfelf. 
Full on ourfelves defcending in a line 
Pleafure's bright beam, is toeble.in delight : 
Delight intenfei is taken by rebound ; 
Reverberated pieafttres fire the bread* 

Celeftial happinefs, whenever ihe ftoops 
To vifit earth, one fhrine the goddefs finds. 
And one alone, to make her meet amends 
For abfent heav'n — the bofom of ^ friend ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft, 
!£ach other's pillow to repofe divine. 
Beware the counterfeit : in paflion's fiame 
Hearts melt ; but melt like ice, foon harder froze* 
True love ftrikes root in reafon ; pafiion's foe : 
Virtue alone entenders us for life : 
I wrong her much — entenders us for ever. 
Of friendfhip's faireft fruits, the fruit mod fair 
Is virtue kindling at a rival fire. 
And, emuloufiy, rapid in her race. 
O the Xoft enmity ! endearing ftrife ! 
This carries fHendfliip to her noon tide points 
And gives the rivet of eternity. 

From friendfhip, which outlives my former tkemes) 
Glorious furvivor of old time, and death I 
From fnendlhip, thus, that fiow'r of heavenly feedy 
The wife extrad earth's moft Hyblean blifs, 
Superior wiidom, crown'd with fmiling joy. 

But for whom bloflbms this Elyfian fiower i 
Abroad they £nd, who cherifti it atVioinft* 
Lorenzo! pardon, what my love eiXotts> 
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Ah heneft love,' ^d not afraic} to frowm 
Tho' choice of follies f;^ften on tbp gT^at^ 
None clings mor^ obftinate, thaix fsgocj f<md'9 
That facrcd frienddiip is th«ir eafy prpy ; 
Caueht by th^ wafture of a goldjCQ^ \ax^f 
Or fafcination of a bigb born fkule. 
Their fmiles, th^ gr^^ajLs and the G(oqnet> throw out 
For other's beajtSi t^^^cipuj^ of tbf^ir own ; 
And we no lefs of (Qjors, ^b^ finish the bait. 
Ye fortune's coj£i^r$ i ye powers of wealth I 
You do your rml Fplls mioft f^pnipus wrpng»^ 
By taking cm* s^apjbment to ypniorfelves. 
Can gold gmn, Mffv^^^hip ^ impu^n^e of hppe S^ 
As well njiejre mm ^n mgfA might beget. 
Love, and lave pmly, is tb^ loan for love. 
Lorenzo ! pride jt^prefs ; nor hope tp find 
A friend, Imt wh^ b9<s fonnd a j(riend In thee. 
All like the putcbafe f few the price ^ill pay ;: 
And tbU m^^^ fxien4b$ f^h mirajcjes belpw. 
What if (fince daring on ip np^e a theioe} 
A {hew thee fri^i^^iip delic;(ite, ^ dear» 

/ Of tender yji^ti^^ apjt to di? ? 
Referve will wound it ; a^d iiS^m'^t dpfboy* 

/ Deliberate on all tb^Ag^ ^tb tby ifrietid ; 
But fince friend$ girpw npjt tbiupk op ev'ry bougb>, 

, Nor every IHeUd unrpjt^en ^t the core ; 

■; Firfl, on thy friend, deUberate wkb thyfelf ;. 
Paufe« ponder^ fift $ not ^ger in tbe cboice^ 
Nor jejdous of thj^ .chpfiim ; ;^i][ig,^X "i 
Judge before ftiepr>dibipji then Cionfide.^ <tead^- S^ 
Well, for thy friend ; bv* nobler fw for ^e y 
How gallaat dangfiir for esixtk's iiij^ft prise I 

I A friend is w^o;:^ all Mft^dis we ,can m^ 

%j*^ world ifi^|HU:ci^ fcr a feV^^A \a %^W?^' . 
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So fang he (mgels hear that angiel fingl 
Angek'from friendniip gadier halflheir joy) 
So fuhg Philander, as his friend wt^t round 
In the rich ichor, in the generous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, 
A brow folute, and ever laughing tye. 
He drank long health, and virtue to his friend ; 
His friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpr'4. 
Friendihip'^ the woie df life ; but frieiidihip new 
^Not fuch was his) \i neither flrong, nor pure. 
O ! for the bright complexion, con&l warmth» 
And elevating fpirit, of a friend, 
For twenty fummers ripenii^ by my fide : 
All feculence of falfehood long thrown down ; 
All focial virtues riling ii^ liis foul ; 
As cryftal ^clear ; and fmiling, as they rife 1 
Here )iedbar flows ; it fparkles in our fight ; 
.Rich to the tafte, amd genuine from die heart. 
High fiavour'd Htft for gods ! on earth how rarel 
On earth hdW loft t-^-Philander is no more. 

Think'fl <hou ihe theme intoi^atefc Aiy fong ? 
Am I too warm f-^too warm I camiot be.- 
•I lov'd him much*; Imt now I love him more. 
Like birds, wh^ beauties langtdfk, half conceal^d^ 
Till, mounted cm the wing, their gioffy i^nmes 
Expanded ihine "wkh aeure, green, imd ^Id ; 
How bleiSngs brighten its dbey take their flight ! 
His flight Philander took ; his upward fi]ght» 
If ever foul afcended. Haid he "dr^pt^ 
(That eagle genius !) O had he kt fall 
One feather as lie dew ; I, then, had wrot6, 
What friefids might flattery prudent foes forbear; ' 
Rivals fcarce damn $ and Zoihis reprice. 
Yet what I cs^, I maft : it ^ere ptofacv^ 
To qa&hdi a gk^ U^aied at th^e {kae^ 
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And cad In fhadows his illuftrious clofe. 
Stringe ! the theme moft aflPefting* moft fublime, 
Momentous moft to man» fhould fleq> unfung I ^ 
And yet it fleeps» by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or Chiiftian ; to the blufk of wit. 
Man's highed triumph \ man's profoundeft fall ! 
The death bed of the juft 1 is yet undrawn 
£7 mortal hand : it merits a dirine^ 
Angels fhould paint it, angels ever 4:here \ 
There, on a .poft of honour, and of joy* 
^ Dare I prefume, then \ but Philander bids ; 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls — 

>" Yet am I ilruck ; as ftruck the foul, beneath 
Aerial groves impenetrable gloom ; 
Or, in fome mighty ruin's folemn ihade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high bom duO:, 
In vaults ; tjbin courts of t>oor unflatter'd kiags ; 
Or, at the midhight altar's hallow'd 4ame« 
It'fs religion to proceeds I pauie — 
And, enter, aw'd, the temple of ary theme. 
Is it his death-bed ? No>4t is his fhrine* 
Behold him, there, jufl rifing to a jgod. 

T4ie chamber where l^e good mkn meets his fate, 
Is iprivileg'd beyond the common ^sdk 
Of virtuous life, quite in the verge of heaven* 
Fly, ye profaned if not, draw neajr with awe. 
Receive the bleffing^ and adore the chance. 
That threw in this Bethefda your diieafe; 
If unreftor'd by this, defpair your c«re. 
For, here, refiillefs demonftration dw;ells ; 
A death-bed's a deteAor of the heart. 
Here tir'd difiinmlation drops her mafque. 
Through life's grimace, that miftrefs of the fceae 1 

Here reah and apparent, are tine fiaccae* . 

You fee the man ; you fee V« Yio\d oii\i«aNt*^\ 
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If found his Virtue ; as Philander'sy found. 
Heaven waits not the laft moment, owns her friends 
'On this fide death ; and points them out to men> 
A lecture, Cilenu but of fov'reign pow'r i 
To vice, confufion ; and to virtue, peace. 
Whatever farce the boafliul hero piays» 
Virtue alone has majeftj in death ; 
And greater (HU,, the more the tyrant frowns* 
Philander I he feverely frown'd on thee. 
^ No warning eiven ! unceremonious fate i 

* A fudden ruth from life's meridian joys ! 

^ A wrench from all we love 1 from all we are ! 

* A refUefs bed of pain i a plunge opaque 

* Beyond conjedhire i feeble nature's dread ! 

* Strong reafon's fhudder at the dark unknown ! 

* A fun extinguifh'd i a ju& opening grave ! 

* And oh ! the laft, laft ; what ? (can words ezprefs ? 
^ Thought reach ?) the laft, laft — ^filence of a friend I* 
Where Ire thofe horrors, that amazement, where, ~ 
This hideous group of ills, which fmgly fhock, 
l>emand from man ? — I thought him man till now« 

Thro* nature's wreck, thro' vanquiih'd agonies, 
f Like the ftars ftruggling thro' this midnight gloom) 
What gleams of joy ! what more than human peace ! 
Where the frail mortal ? the poor abject worm ? 
No, not in death, the mortal to be found. 
Jrli^ condud is a legacy for -all. 
Richer than Mammon's for his fingle heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, 
With unrelu6lant grandjeur, gives, not yields 
Hi$ foul fublime ; and clofes with his fate* 

How our hearts burnt within us at the fcene ! 
Whence, this brave bound o'er limits fix'd to man ? 
His God fuftains him ixl his final Iiowt\ 
H/s Unal hour brings glory to Viis God \ 
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Man^s glofy Hear'n Touchfa&s to call her cywrn* 
We gaze ; we weep ; ^^^ tears of grief and joy ! 
Amazement ftrikes ! Devotion burfb to fiame J 
Chriflians adore I and Infidels believe. 

As fome tall tower* or lofty mountain's browi 
Detains th^ fun^ illulftrious frOm its heh?ht ; 
While rifing vapours, and defcending mades* 
With damps, and darknefs) drow)i the fpacious vak 
TJndampt by doubt, undarken'd by defpair. 
Philander^ t^us auguftly rears his head. 
At tliat bhck homr« which gen'ral horror iheds 
On the low level of th' inglorious throng* 
Sweet peace, and heavenly hope, and humble joy, 
Divinely beam oU his exalted foul ; 
peflfu^ion-gild, and crown him for the (kies. 
With incocnmiimcable luEre, bright. . 
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COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT THE THitlD. 

■ * ■■ ■ ... ■ . If 

X! ROM Aresmsf vrhere4liougbt in fkncj^s maze mm 

To reafony that heaven-lighted lamp in man, [msuli 

Once more I wake i and at the deftin'd hour, 

Pundtual as lovers to the moment fworn, 

I keep my afTignation with mj woe. 

O ! loft to virtue, loft to manly thought. 

Loft to the noble Taffies of die fotrl ! 

Who thixik it folitude to be alone. 

Conmiunion fweet tconmnimon large, and highl 

Our ]:eafon9 guardian angel, and our God ! 

Then neai^eft.tbefe, .when ^diers moft remote ; 

And all, ere Ion?, (hall be remote, but thefe. 

How dreadfid, th^n, to meet t^em ^1 alone, 

A ftranwrl uriacknowledg*<M unapproved ! 

Now ivoD them ; wed them ; bind them to thy bread 4 

To win thy wifh, creation has no more. 

Or if we wifh a fourth, it is a friend— —— 

But friends, how mortal* ! dangerous : the doflre. 

Take Phoebus to yourfelves, yebafking bards ! 
Inebriate at fair -fortune's 'foim^n head, 
Andj-eeling thro* the wMemefe o^ 'yrj \ 
Where iexM runs iavagct> broke (tov^ leaiotC^ t^ilM 



Mfl^HT THB THIftD. 5I 

Aad fings falfe peace, till fmother*d by the pall. 
My fortune is unlike ; unlike my fong ; 

Unlike the deity my fong invokes. 

I to-day *s foft-cy'd (ifter pay my court, 

(Endymion's rival ! ) aiid her -aid implore; 
Now firft tnaplor'd in fupcour^to the rmife. 

Thou, who didft latSy borrow* Cynthia's form, 
And modeilly forego thine own ! O thou. 
Who didft thyfelf, at midnight hours, infpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia, patronefs of fong? 
As thou her crefcent, ihe thy charadier 
AiFumes ; ftill more a goddefe by the change. 
Are there demurring wits, who dare diliiiitc 
This revolution in the world infpir'd ? 
Ye train Kerian ! to the lunar fphere, 
In filent hour, addrefs your ardent call 
For aid •Immortal*; lefs her brother's right* 
She, with the fpheres hannonious, nightly leads 
The mazy dance, and hears their matchlefs ftrain, 
A ftralnfor gods, denyM to mortal ear. 
Tranimit it heard, thou filver queen of heaven 1 
What title, or what name, endears thee moft ? 
Cynthia ! Cyllene ! Phoebe ! or doft hear 
With higher guft, fair P— d of the (kies ?* 
Is that the {oh enchantment calls thee down. 
More powerful than of old Giitrean charm*? 
Come ; but from heaVenly banquets "with thee bring 
The foul jDf fong, and whifper in mine eat 
The theft diVinc; orinpropitibits dreams 
(For dreams are thine) transfafe it thro' the breift 
Of thy firft Totary-^but not tHy laft^; ' 

If, like thy nainie-fake, thou art ev^'kirid. 

£.'(3 < .■ ^ . V * . 
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And kind thon wilt be ; kind on fuch a tJieme ; 
' A theme fo like ^ee^ a quitei lunar themcy 
Softy modefty melancholy, female, fair \ 
A theme that rofe all pale, and told my fouU 
'Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
' A night which flruck a damp, a deadlier damp. 
Than that which fmote me from Philander's tomb. 
NarciiTa follows, ere his tomb is clos'd. 
Woes duller ; rare are folitary woes ; 
They love a train, they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and.dsums 
The grief that ftarted from my lids for him : 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated tear, 
Or fhares it, ere it falls* So frequent death. 
Sorrow, he more than ^aufes, he confounds ; 
For. human fighs his. rival ftrokes contend. 
And make diSrefs, diftradtion. Oh Philander ! 
What was thy fate ? a double fate to me ; 
Portent, and pain ! a menace, and a blow ! 
Like the black raven hov'ring o'er my peace. 
Not lefs a bird of omen, than of prey* 
It calPd NarcifTa long before her hour ; 
It caird her tender foul, by break of blifs. 
From the firfl blofTom, from the buds of joy ; 
Thofe few our noxious fate unbiased leaves 
In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmonifl ! and beautiful as fweet ! 
And young as beautiful ! and foft as young ! 
And gay as foft 1 and innocent as gay I 
Apid. happy (if aught happy here) as good t 
For fortune fond had bui^&her neil on hjgh. 
Like birds .quite pxjquillte of fiote and phimef 
s Transfixt by fate (who loves a lofty mark) 
E How from the frmmt o£ Ae «?cjw^ ^^ i'sSX^ 
mAndlefc it unharmonious V aiu iV& ^baaTCi 
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ExtinguifliM m the wonders of her foiig 1 
Her fong ^ill, vibrates m my raviih^d ear. 
Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her ! ) thrilling thro* my heart ! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy I this group 
Of bright ideas, flow'rs of paradife. 
As yet unforfeit 1 in one blaze we bind. 
Kneel, and prefent it to the ikies ; as all 
We guefs of heaven : and thefe were all her own ; 
And (he was mine ; and I was — ^was ! moft bleft, 
Gay title of the deepeft mifery ! 
As bodies grow more ponderous, robb'd of life ; 
Good loft weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy. 
Like bloffom'd trees o'ertam*d by vernal ftorm, 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in death ft ill lovely, lovelrer there ; 
Far lovelier ! pity fwells the tide of love. 
And will not the fevere excufe a figh ? 
Scorn the prpud man that is adianrd to weep ; 
Our tQ^rs indulg'd indeed deserve our fhame. 
Ye that e'er loft an angel ! pity me. 

Soon as the luftre languifh^d in her eye» 
Dawning a dimmer day on huxnan fight ; 
And on her cheek,, the refidence of fpring. 
Pale omen fate ; and fcatter'd fears around 
On all that faw (and who would ceafe to gaze. 
That once had feen ?) with hafte, parentsu hafte» 
I flew, I fi«atcfa'd her from the rigid north. 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew, ' ^ 
And bore her pestx^ to the ^m ; the fun 
(As if the fun could envy) check'd his beam, 
Deny'd his wonted fuccour, nor with more 
Kegret beheld her drooping, thau: tlie belU 
Of lilies ; faireft lilies not fo fair. 
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Queen lillies ! iand ye painted populace T 
Who dwell in fields, and lead ambroiial lives ; | 

In mom and evening dew, your beauties bathet 
And drink the fun ; whrch gives your cheeks to glow,, 
And out-blufh (mine excepted) ev'ry fair r 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand. 
Which often crop'd your odours, incenfe meet 
To thought fo pure j her flow'ry ftate of mind> 
In Joy unfall'n. Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coe.val race with man ! for man you fmQe ; 
Why not fmile at him too ? yoa&are indeed 
His fudden pafs ; but not his conftant pain. 

So man is made, nought mintfters delight^ 
But what his glowing paifions can engage ; 
And glowing: pailion^ bent on aught below. 
Mud, foon or late^ with' anguifh turn the fcale ; 
And anguifh, after rapture, how fcvere I 
Rapture! bold man ! who tempts the wroth- dlviAf^ 
By plucking fruit deny'dto mortal taile^ 
While here, prefuming on the-rights of heaven* 
For tranfport doft: thou call on ev'ry hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend^s expence be wife ;- 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart, 
A broken reed, at bed ;r but, oft, a fpear ;* 
On its fharp pohit peace bleeds, and hope expires. 

Turn, hopelefs thought ! turn from her : thought re- 
Refenting i^lies, and wakes ev'ry woe^ [pell'd> 

Snatch'd ere thy prime ! and in thy bridal hour !- 
And when kind fortune, with thy k>ver, finil'd !' 
And when high-flavour*d- thy fteih*op'ni«g^ joys ! 
And when blind mair pronouncM thy blifs complete ! 
And on a foreign fhore t where ftrangers wept ! 
Strangers to thee ; and> more furprifing ftiU^ 
Strangers to kindnefs, wept r thek eyes let fall' 
InAuman tears ; (Irange teais \ tJaax \f\cV!iR;^ ^^-^xt 
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From marble hearts ! obdurate tenderhefsl 
A tenderaefs that calPd them more fererd ; 
In fpite o( nature's £oft perfuafion*, fteel'd ^ 
; While nature meked, faperftition rair'd } 
That moum'd the dead ', andthb deny'd a grave. 
Their fighs incens'df (ighs foreign to the will ! 
Their will tiie tyger fuck'd, outragMtheftorm. 
For, oh 1 the curft ungodlinefs of zeal ! 
Wliile fitifbl fidk rdeinted, fpirit nurfl 
In blind infall(bilk)5'6: embrace, 
The fainted fp^it petrify'^ tbe breaft i 
DenyM the charity^ of dufl, to fpread ^ 

O'er dud ! a chasttf 'their dogs enjoy*' 
What could Ldo ^>wh2t.fuceour ? what refource I 
With pious facrilegfif a grave I ftole ; • 
With impious ^pietyv that grave I wrone'd^ ;. 
Short in my duty.;.)cowasdiam9r'gri€il 
More like her inurderer, ihan ffiend, I cret>t9. 
With foft*fufpeiKied ftep. ; and, mu^ed deep 
In midnight darknefsy whifper'd -my laft fig^ 
I whifper'd whatihould echo thro^ their realms ;. 
Nor writ her name, whofe tomb fhould pierce theikies* 
Prefuikifxtuous fear ! how durft I dread her foes. 
While nature's. loudeA didates I obeyed ^ ^ 
Pardon neceflity, bled Hiode i' of grief* 
And indignatioiii riral burfts I pour'^l- 
Half-execration mingled with my prayer ; 
Kindled at man» while-I his Goi^ador'd ; 
Sore-gnuig^d the iavage land her facted duit j, 
Stampt thr curft foil ; and with, humanity 
(Deny'd* Nardil)' wiih'd them all a graven 

Glows my veiientment into guilt 1 what guilt 
Can equal Tiohttionsi of the dead^? 
The dkad how tiered i facred it t)ie duft. 
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This heaT^n«affixih'd'ma^ftic robe of earthr 
He deign'xltarwear>''who hting the isaft expsmSk 
Witli azure Weighty, and clctb'd die fixn m gold* 
When ev'ry piffion ileeps that can oflnsnd; 
When ftrikes* us ev!r7 modr^ that can nielt ; 
When manxran wreak ht^ rancour uncontroul'd^ 
That Arongeft curb on infolt and ill-wtU ; 
Then, fpleen to dull f the dufl of innocence ^ 
An angel's duU ^^rf^-^This luociferi tomlcends ; * 
When he contended for the patriarch's bones, 
'Twas not the (Irifeiof malke^ but of pride ; ' 

The flrife of pontiiBF-pride, not pontiiF galL 

Far lefs than this is fhockkig^ixuaxaoe 
Molb wretched^. but iron) ili^eams of jniUual lore ; 
And uncreated, . but Tor lorerdivkie ; 
And, but f^T love dilirine^ilhirniomentf loft» 
By fate refoib'd^j^nd. funk iaendlefsBighc ' 

Man, hard of heart to man ! of hcnrid Aings 
Moil hornd I 'mid ihipendous, h^hly ftrange- 1 
Yet oft his couziefi^;are fmootber wrongs ; 
Pride brandi£bes the :£ivours he con&rs, . 
And contnmeliouLS his biteanity : . .' 
Wh^ then is vengeance ? hear it! not, ye ftars i 
And thou, pale moon ! tumipakr at the iaaad ; : 
Man is to man.the forefi^fureflilL . '>^"^''- 

A previous blaft fbaretells the rtiing' ftonn; 
O'erwhelminff . tuirets threaten •ere they £dl^ :: ^ 
Volcanos bellow ere they difembogue^ - '. 
Earth iremblesrere he^ yawning jaws d^jr^oorj; - -c-rv'i 
And fmoke betrays the wide<Qnibitning ifire 1 : .. '1 
Ruin from man is moSL concealed when near, ... ) 
And fends the dreadful tidings^in the^knR. r . 
Is this the flight offancy I w<mld:it wiem h : . > 

Heav'n's Sovereign fiives all bekigs but hiitifeif^ :::JT 
That hideous %htf a ji^dcedlittattQ^ ~ ^^^ ^ 
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Tir'd is the mnfe I and let the mufe be firM : 
Who not inflam'dy when what he fpeaks, he feels. 
And in the nenre mo(^ tender, in hi$ friends ? 
Shame to mankind ! Philander had his foes ; 
lie felt the truths I iingr and I in him. 
But he, nor I, feel more ; paft ills, Naretfla f 
Aie funk in thee, ibou recent wound of heart ! * 

Which bleeds with other;cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs numerous, a^ the num'rous ills that fwarm'd 
O'er thy diftmguifh'd fate, and, ckft'ring there 
Thick as the locuft on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly^ and more dark the gravev 
Refle<5t (if not forgot my touching tale) 
How was each circumftance with afpics arm'd ? 
An afpic, each ; and all, aa Hydra-woe. 
What ilrong Herculean virtue could fuffice ^«~ 
Or is it virtue to b0. conquered h€9*e ? 
This hoary cheek, a train of tears bedews ; 
And each tear mourns. its own diftind diftre^ ; 
And each dtftrefs, diftindly. mourned, demands 
Of grief ftiU more, a^ heignten'd by the whole* 
A grief like this, proprietors excludes : 
Kotf&iends alope fuch ol^ei^uies deplore ; 
They make mankind the mourner : carry fighs 
Far as th^ &tal famejQan wing her way» 
And turn the gayeft thoti)g;ht of gayeft age, 
Down their rigbl <tl¥U9nel, thro' the vale of death. - 

The vale oideath ! that hufh'd Cimmerian i^al^ 
Where darknefs,.bi«eoding o'er unfinifh'd fates, 
Widi caven wiDg: jbicui^bent, waits the day 
(Dread day )) thatiilteFdi^ all future change 1 
That fubterraseim wiorM, that land of ruin ! 
Fit xisikf IfCipmtOffyr yroud human thought f 
Tli0ntf kt my tbott^ht^opatiate ; and «;iiigito£^ 
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Of all mod wanted, and moft welcome^ here. 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My foul ! • The fruits of dying friends furvey ;: 

* Expofe the vain of life ; weigh life and death ; 

• Give death his eulo^ » thy fear fnbdue ^ 

* And labour that fim palm of noble minds, 

• A manly fcom of terror from the tomb/ 

This han^eft reap from thy NarciiTa^s^ grave* 
As poets feign'd from Ajax' ftreaming blood 
Arofe, with grief infcrib^d^ a mournful fk)w*r ; 
Let wifdom blodbm from my movtal wounds 
And, fird, of dying friends ; what firoit from lhe£e f 
It brings us more tiian triple aid ; an aid 
To ch^e our thoughtleflfnefs, fear, pride, and gtult* 

Our dying friends comeo*er lis like a doud. 
To damp our brainlefs ardours ; and abate 
That glare of life, which often blinds the wife* 
Our dying friends are pioneers, ts fsnooth 
Our rmgged pafs to death ; to bi^ak thofe bars- 
Of terror, and abhorrence, nature throws 
Crofs our obflru^led way ; and, thtis, to make ' 
Welcome, as fafe, our port from ev*ry ftorm. 
!Each friend by fate fnatch'd from us,*i^ a plume 
Plucked from the wing of human' vanity. 
Which makes us^ doop from our aerial heights, • 
And, damp'd with omen of our own deceafe^ 
On drooping pinions of ambition lowerM,', . • 
Juft fkim earth-s fiirface^ ere we break it up^ 
O'er putrid earth to fcratch a litde dufty 
And fave the world a nuifance. Smtttenf»fri«a& 
Are angels feht oh errands full of love i ' ^ ' 
For us they languiifa, and for U5 th^ydie : ' 
And Ihall they languifh, fhidl they die, inhrsdni* : 
UngrateMyfbdW we giievc tlieit hovering fluldes^ 
Wblcb wait the revolutjyoii Vn wk \A«rt!^X ^ 
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^e difdaih their filent, foft addi^ y 

pofUiumous advice, and picas prayer I 

ifsf as herds that graze their hallow'd gravesi 

under foot their agonies and groans ; 
ite their anguiih, and deftroy their deaths I 
enzo ! no ; the thought of death indulge^i*. 
t its wholefome empire ; let it retgn, 
cind chaftifer of thy foul in joy ! 
g^ will fpread thy glorious conquefls far^^ 
biH the tumults of thy ruffled breaft i 
zious aera ! golden days, begin f 
lought of death, ihall, like a god, infpire^« 
irhy not think on death ; is life the themer 
ry thought ? and wife of ev*ry hour ? 
ong of ev'ry joy rfurprifing truth^r 
eaten fpaniel's fondnefs not fo ftrangek 
ire the numerous ills that feize on life - 
sir own- property, their lawful prey ; 
tan has me^ur'd half his weary ftage». 
xuries have left him no refcrve> 
liden reliihesj unbroach'd delijghts ;- 
l^ferv'd repetittons he fubfiSs^ 
n the taftelefs prefent chews the paft r 
(led chews, and- fcarce can (wallow dowiu. 
ayifh anceftors,^ his earlier years ' 
diiiidierited his future hours, 
I ftarve on orts, and glean their fbrmer fieldl. 
e ever herej Lorenzo !— Shocking thought I? 
ocking, they who wilh, difown it too; 
a from (hame, what they fix>m folly crave. 
»ver in the womb) nor fee the light ? 
hat Itvecver here ?—— With laVring ftep^ 
^ad our former footfteps ^^ Pace the round 
il ? To climb life's worn heavy vi\v«A^ 

dmws up nothing new } To Ve^ 2ccvii\3 
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The beaten track i To bid each wretched dzj 

The former mock ? To furfeit on the fame. 

And yawn our joys ^ or thank a mifery 

For change, tho* fad ? To fee what we have feenT 

Hear till unhear'd the fame old flabber'd tale I 

To tsJke the tailed, and at each return 

L,e{s tafteful ? O'er pur palates to decant 

Another vintage ? Strain a flatter year. 

Thro' loaded veflels, and a laxer tone ? 

Crazy machines to grind earth's wafted fruits ! 

Ill-ground, and worfe concoAed ! Load^ not life \ 

The rational foul kennels of excefs I 

Still flreaming thorough-fares of dull debauch I 

Trembling each gulp,left death fhould fnatch theboii 

Such of our fine ones is the wifb refined 1 
So would they have it : elegant defire I 
Why not invite the bellowing flails, and wilds 
But fnch examples. might their riot awe. , 
Thro' want of virtue, that is, want' of thought, 
(Tho' on bright thought they fatheir aU their flights 
To what are they reduc'd ? to love, and hat^. 
The fame vain world ; to cenfure and efpoufe^ 
This painted (hrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of ea;ch day ; to flatter bad 
Thro' dread of ^worie; to cling to this rude rock» 
Barren, to them, of good, and fbarp with ills. 
And hourly b^ken'd with impending flonpos. 

And infamous for wrecks of huxaan hope 

Scar'd at the gk)omy gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs \ fuch their pangs of joy ! 

'Tis time, high time* to fkift this difmal fcene* 
This hugged, this hideous flate, what art can cure 
One only ; but tha.t one, what all may reach \ 

Virtue She, wonder-working goddefs! charms 

TTfMt rock to bloom j aad tuoftv^ ^^v^^^dkksb 



WT6HT TRI TMlftl». €l 

\nd wbat will more furprize, Lorenzo ! gives 
Fo life's fick, nauieovs iteration, change i 
^nd ftraitens nature's circle to a line. 
Believ'ft thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear» 
\ patient ear, though blufh to di(belieTe* 
r A languid, leaden iteration reigns, 
A.nd ever nnift, o'er thofe; whofe joys are joys 
Of fight, fmell, tafte. The cuckoo-feafons fing 
Vhe fame dull note to fuch as nothinc; prize. 
But what thofe £?afons from the teemmg earth» 
Po doating fenfe indulp;e. But nobler minds, 
CVhich reltih fruits unnpen'd by the fun, 
Nlake their days various ; various as the dyes 
Dn the dove's neck, which wanton in his rays. 
Dn minds of dove-like innocence pofleft, 
^ lighten'd minds, that baik in virtue's beam^y 
STothing hangs tedious, no^ng old revolves 
!n that, for which they long ; for which they live, 
rheir .glorious efforts, wing'd with heav'nly hope^ 
Sach rifing morning fees ftill higher rife ; 
Sach bounteous dawn its Novelty presents 
Vo worth maturing, new fbength, luftre, fame} 
iVhile nature circle, like a chariot-wheel 
ilolling beneath their elevated aims, 
Vlakes their fair profpeft fairer ev'ry hour ; 
l\.dvanci;ng virtue, in a line to blifs ; 
/irtue, which Chridian motives beft inipine 1 
l^d blifs, which Chriftian fchemes alone infure \ > 
And fhall we then, for virtue's fake, commence 
^poflates ? and turn infidels for joy ? 
Al truth it is, few doubt, but fewer tm&, 
' He fins aeainft &is life, who. flights the nect.' 
Wliat is this life ? how few their fav'ritQ knowi 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our coote^uut^C 
\jr pstiSianatsslf loving life, we ms^ 
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\ Lov'd life luikyrelf ; liugging lier to dea^ 

• We gke jto tinie eternity's reeard ; 
And, dreamingy take our pa£ge for our port. 
!Life has no valine, as an end, but means ; 
An end deplorable ! a means divine ! 
When 'tis our all» 'tis nothing ; worfe than nought 
A neft of pains; when held as nothing, much.: 
Like fooie fair hum'rifls, life is moft enjoy'dt 
When courted leaft ; mod worth, when difefteem'i 
Then 'tis the feat of comfort, rich in peaces 
In proiped richer far ; important ! aiwfuM 
.Kot to be mention'd, but with fhouts of praife! 
Not to be thought on, but- with tides of joy 1 
The mighty bafis of eternal bliis ! 

Where now the barren rock ? the painted ihrew 
Where now, Lorenzo ! life's etemsd Tound ? 
Have I not made my triple promife good? 
Vain is the world ; but only to the wuku 
To what /compare we. then this varying feene, 
Whofe woith ambiguous rifes, and declines 7 
Waxes and wanes ? (in all propitious, night 
Aflifts me hfoee) compare it to the moon ; 
Dark in herfeu and indigent ; but rich 
In borrow'd luftre from a higher iphere. 
When grofs guilt interpofes> lab'ring jcarth, 
O'erlhadow'd, mourns a deep edipfe of joy-; 
Her joys, at brighteft, pallid to thatibnt 
Of full effulgent glory, -whence they flow. 
Nor^Ls that glory 'ctiftant : Oh Lorenzo 
A good man, and an mangel ; thefe bto^een 
How thin the barrier ? what ^vides their fatei? 
Perhaps a moment ; or, perhaps a year^ 
"^ Or, if an age, it is a moment fUll^ 

/^ /nojnea^. or etemity^s forgot. 
[Then be, what once they were^ :vflEio -wyw «tti ^«» 
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Be what Philander was, and claim tbe fkies. 
Starts timid nature at the gloomy pafs ? 
The foft tranfition call ity and be cheer'd : 
Such it is often, and why not tp thee I 
To hope ^e heft is pious, brave, and wife ; 
JVnd may itielf procure, what it prefumes. 
Life is much flatter'd, death is much traduced | 
Compare the rivak, and the kinder crown. ^ 

♦Strange competition!' — ^True, Lorenzo! firangei 
So little life can caft into the fcale. 

Life makes the foul dependent on the duft ; 
Death eives her wings to mount above the ipheres. 
Thro' diinks, ftyPd organs, dim life peeps at light; 
Death burils th' involving cloud, and .all is day ^ 
All eye, alljear, the difeml^ody'd power. 
Death has feign'd evils, nature (hall not feel ^ 
Life, iUs fuhftantial, wifdomxannot (hun. 
Is not the -mighty mind, that ^fon of heaven | 
By tyrant life dethroned, imprifbn'd, pain'd ? 
By death enlarged, ennobled, deify**d:? 
Death but entombs the body ; life the fbuL 

* Is death then ^uiltlefs ? How he marks his way 
' With dreadful wafte of what defeitves to fhine ! 

• Art, genius, fortune, elevated power ! 

* With various luflres thefe light upthe world, 
'Which death puts out, and darkens human race/ 
1 grant, Lorenzo ! this indi&ment |aft^ 

The fa|;e, peer, potentate, king, conqueror ! 
Death humbles theie^ more barb'rous life, the man. 
Life is the triumph of our mouldering clay ; 
Death, of the fpirit infinite! divine 1 . 
Death has no dread, but what frail life imparts ; 
Nor life true joy, but what kind death impcoxev 
NoihJjfs has liib i^boafty tiU dea(di'C^u ^^^ 
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Far greater 5 life's a dditor to the grave. 
Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo ! blufli at fondnefs for a life. 
Which fends celefiial fouls ^n errands vile. 
To cater for the fenfe ; and ferve at boards. 
Where ev'ry ranger of the wilds, perhaps 
Each reptile, jaSdj claims odr upper hand* 
Luxurious fbaft 1 a foul, a foul immortal, 
Iri all the dainties of a brute bemii:*'d! 
Lorenzo i blufli at terror ibr a deaths . 
Which giv^ thee to repoie in feftive bowery 
Where nedars fparkle^ angels miaifter, '. 
j^d more than angek fliaie, and raife, and crown, 
And eternize the Inrth, bloom, budh of blils* 
What need I more TO deaths the palm is thine. 

Theft welcome, death ! thy dreaded harbingers,; 
Age, and difeafe ; di£bafe tho' long my gueft ; 
That plucks mj nerves, thoie tender ftrings of life ^ 
Which, (duckt a4ittle more, will toll the beUt 
That calls my few friends to my funeral ; 
Wliere fedile' nature drops, perhaps a tear, . ^ 
While reafon and religion, better taaght. 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb 
With wreath triumphant. Deadi is vi^ory ; 
It binds in chains^ the raging ills of l\£e : 
Luft and ambition,^ wrath and avarice. 
Dragged at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power. 
That ills corrofive, cares importunate. 
Ace not immortal too, O death ! is tl^e. 
Our day of diflbliitioin !— mme it right ; 
'Tis our great pay-day 4 'tis, our harrefU rich 
And ripe : wha^ dioV the fklde, fometimes keen^ 
Jufl. fears us as we reap .the golden grain i 
More thm thy hahn, O Gil^l heakthe wound« 
'birth's feeble cry, and deatli's deep ^taal ^c«xw 
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Are (lender tributes low-tazt nature pays 
For mighty eain ; the gain of each, a life ! 
But O ! the laft the former fo tranfcendsy 
Life dies, compared ; life lives beyond the grave. 

And feel I, death !/nQ Joy from didught of thee 
Death, the great counfellory who man infpires 
With ev'ry nobler thought, and fairer deed ! 
Death, the deliverer, who refcues maa! 
Death, die rewarded, who the refcti'd crowns ! 
Death, that abfolves my birth, a curfe without it ! 
Rich death, that realizes all my cares. 
Toils, virtues, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 
Death, of all pain the period, not of joy ; 
Joy's fource and fubjed, (lUl fubfift unhurt ; 
One, in my foul ; and one, in her great fire $ 
Tho* the four winds were warring for my duft. 
Yes, and from winds> and waves, and central nighft 
Tho' prifbn'd there, my duft too I reclaim, 
(To duft when dropprpud iiature'sproudeftfphcres) 
And live entire. Death is the crown of life ; 
Were death deny'd, poor man would live in vain ; 
Were death deny*d, to live would not be life ; 
Were death deny'd, ev*n fools would wiih to die. 
Deatli woundffto cure i we fall ; vfp rife ; we reign ! 
Spring from our fetters ; faften^ln the (kies ; 
Where blooming Edci^ withers in our fight : 
Death gives us more than w^ ia Eden loft. 
This king of terrors is the prince of peace. 
When fliall I die to vanity, pain, death ? 
When (haU I diei^Wlimi ihaU I lire for ever > 
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«UCH-IND£BTED Mufe^ O York ! im:rudes. 
d the fmiles of fortune, and o£ youths 
le ear 4s patient of a ferious fong. 
7 deep implanted in the breail of man 
dread of death ? 1 fing its fov'reign cure. 
Tij ftart at death ? where is he ? death arrived, 
ift ; not come, or goi^, he's never here, 
hope, ienfation fails ; black-boding man 
Mves, not fuffers death's tremendous blow, 
knell, the fhroud, the mattock, an4 the grave ; 
deep damp vault» the darknefs, and the worm ; 
[e are the bugbears of a winter's eve^ 
terrors of the living, not the dead, 
gination's fool, and error's wretch, 
, makes a deadi, which nature never made ; 
A on the point of his own fancy falls ; 
feels a thoufknd deaths, in fearing one. 
It were death frightful, what has age to flear ? 
-udent, age (hould meet the friendly foe, 
{belter in his hoipitable gloom. 
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' I fcaree can meet a monument, but holds 
My younger ; every date cries — * Come away,' 
And what recalls me ? look the world around* 
And tell me what : the wifefl cannot tell, 
Should any bom of woman give his thought 
Full range, on jufl diflike's unbounded field ; 
Of things, the ranity 4 of men, the ilaws ; 
Flaws in die beft 5 the many, flaw all o*er ; 
As leopards, fpotted, or as Ethiops, dark ; 
Vivacious ill ; good dying immature ; 
(How immature, Nardfla's marble tells) 
And at its death bequeathing endlefs pain ; 
His heart, tho* bold, would ficken at the fight. 
And fpend itfelf in fiehs, for future fcenes. 
But grant to life, (and juft it is to grant 
To lucky life) fome perquifites of joy ; 
A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale. 
Long-rifled life of fweet can yield no more* 
But frc«n our coniment on the comedy, 
Pleafmg refledlioni on parts well fuiiain'd, 
Or purposed emendations where we fail'd. 
Or hopes of plaudits from oiir candid judge. 
When, on their exit, fouls are bid unrobe, 
Tofs fortune back her tinfel, and her plume, 
And drop this maflc of flefh behind the fcene. 

With me, that time is come ; my World is dead 
A new world rifes, and new manners reign : 
Foreign comedians, a fpruce band I arrive, 
To pufli me from die fcene, or hifs me there* 
What a pert race ftarts up ! die ftrangex^ g^ze. 
And I at them ; my neighbour is unknown ; 
Nor that the worfti ah me ! the dire effeft 
Of loit'rkig here, of deadi defrauded long 2 
Of old fo gracious (and let thax. feS&.c^^ 

Mj very ma/ler knows me not. 
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Shall I dare faj^ pecnliar is the fate ; 
I've been fo long remember'd, Vm forgot. 
An objed ever preifing dims the fight. 
And hides behind its ardour to be feen* 
When in his courtiers ears I ponr jnj plaint^ 
They drink it as the nedar of the great ; 
And foueeze my hand, and beg me come ta>morrow ; 
Refniai ! canft thou wear a fmoothev form ? 

Indulge mty nor conceive I drop my theme i 
Who cheapens lifl^ abates the fear of death : 
Twice-told the period fpent on ftubbom Troy, 
Court favom-f yet untaken, I befiege y 
Ambition's ill-judgM effort to be rich. 
Alas ! ambition makes my little, lefs ;, 
Embittering the poflefsM : why wifh'ctfor more? 
Wifhing, of all employments, is the worft ; 
Philofophy's reverfe ! and health's diecay I 
Were I as plump as ftall'd theology, 
Wifhing would wafie me to this fnade agahv 
Were I as wealthy as a South-fea dream, 
Wifhing is an expedient to be poor, 
Wifhingi that conftant hedic of a fool : 
Caught at a court ; purged off by purer airy 
And fimpler diet ; gifts of rural life I 

Bleft be that hand divine which gently laid 
My heart at reft beneath this humble fbed« 
The world's a ftately bark, on dang'roos feas. 
With pleaiure feen, but boarded at our peril : 
Here» on a fingle plank, liirown fafe aikore, 
I hear the tumult of the diftant throng. 
As that of ieas remote,, or dying ftorms ; 
And meditate on icenes, more iilent ftill ; 
Purfue my theme, and fight the fear of deatL 
Here> like a iliepifaerd gazing from li\& Vv\a^ 
TouchiBg bU reoij orleacuag oaVus QtaS^. 
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I Eager ambldon's fiery chace I fee ; 

I fee the circling hunt of noify men» 
Burft law's inclofure, leap the mounds of right, 
Purfuing, and purfu'd, each other's prey ; ^ 
As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, for wiles ; 
Till death, that mighty hunter, earth's them all. 

Why all this toil for triumph's of an hour ? 
What though we wade in wealth, or foar in fame ? 
Earth's higheft ftation ends in, * Here he lies i* 
And * duft to duft' concludes her nobleft fong. 

\ If this, fong lives, pofterity fhall know 

One, though in Britain bom, with couh^iers bred, 

Who thomght ev'n gold might come a day too late 

Nor on his fuhtle death-bed plann'd his fcheme 

For future vacancies in church or ftate. 

Some avocation deemine it — ^to die ^ 

tJnbit by rage canine of dying rich ; 

Guilt's blunder ! and the loudefl: laugh of helL 

O my coevals ! remnants of yourfelves ! 
Poor human ruins, tott'ring o'er the grave I 
Shall we, fhall aged men, like aged trees, 
Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer clingy. 
Still more enamour'd of this wretch'd foil ? 
Shall our pale, wither'd hands^ be flill flrech'd out 
• Trembling, at once, with eagemefs and age ! 
With av'rice, and convulfions, grafping hard i 
Grafptng at air ! for what has earth befide ? 
Man wants but little ; nor that little, long ; 
How foon muft he refign his very duft. 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! 
Years unexperienced rufli on num'rous ills ; 
And foon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 
When in this vale of years 1 backward look» 

- A,nd mifs fuch numbers, nambeis xoq oi fcs^v 
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ir in healthy and greener in their age, 
drifter on their guard, and fitter far 
ay life's fubtle game, I fcarce believe 
furvive : and am I fond of life, 
fcarce can think it poflible, I live ? 
by mii-acle 1 or, what i^ next, 
by Mead ! If I am fldll alive, 
long have bury'd what gives life to lire^ 
lefs of nerve, and energy of thought, 
lee is not more fhallow, than iihpure^ 
rapid, fenfe and reafon fhew the door, 
or my bier, and point me to- the dufL 
hou great arbiter of life and death ! 
^*s immortal, immaterial fun ; 
e all-prolific beam late call'd me forth 
darknefs, teeming darknefs, where I lay 
vorm's inferior, and, in rank, beneath 
luft I tread on, high to bear my brow 
•ink the fpirit of the golden day, 
triumph in exigence : and couldft know 
otive, but my blifs ; and haft ordain'd 
5 in blefiing ! with the patriarch's joy, 
call I follow to the dand unknown ; 
i in thee, and know in whom I truft ; 
e, or death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
'eight in this — O let me live to thee I 
ough nature's terrors, thus, may be repreft ; 
owns grim death ; guilt points the tyrant's fpear. 
whence all human guilt ? from death forgot, 
le ! too long I fet at nought the fwarm 
endly warnings, which around me flew : 
fmil'jdy unfmitten i fmall my caufe to fmile ! 
i^s admonitions, like fhafts upwards ihot, 
dreadful by delay ; the longer etc 
(In'ke Qur hearts, the deeper is \]kit)x 'sroxoA-- 
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O think how deep> X*orenzo ! here it flings : 
Who can appeafe its anguKh ? how it bums ! 
What hand the barb'dsenvenom'dy thought can draw ! 
What healing ha^ can pour the balm of peace. 
And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb ? 

With joy, — ^with grief» that healing hand I fee ; 
Ah ! too confpicuous \ it is fix'd on high. 
On high ? — ^what means my phrenzy ? I blafpheme; 
Alas ! how low ? how far b€»ieath the fkies ? 
The fkies it form'd : and now it bleeds for me— 
But bleeds the balm I want-— yet flill it bleeds f 
Draw the dire fleel — ^Ah no I — ^the dreadful bl^ng 
What heart or can fufbun, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human hope ; that nail fupports 
The falling univerfe : that gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal wifh 
Creation had been finother'd in her birth— 
Darknefs his curtain, and his bed the duft ; 
When ilars and fun are dufl beneath his throne I 
In heav'n itfelf can fuch indulgence dwell ? 
O what a g^oan was there ! a groan not hts. 
He feiz'd our dreadful right ; the load fuflain'd ; 
And heav'd ;the mountain from a guilty world. 
A thoufand worlds, fo bought, were bought too dear. 
Senfations: new in angels bofoms rife ; 
Sufpend their fong ; and make a paufe in bC& 

O for their fbng to reach ,my lofty theme I 
Infpire me, Night ! with all thy tuneful fpheres iiifpu:e| 
Whilfl I with feraphs fhare feraphic themes. 
And fhew to men the dignity of man ; 
L.eft I blafpheme my fubjedk with my fong. 
Shall Pagan pages glow celeflial flame, 
And Chridian languifh ? on our hearts, not heads^ 
Falls the foul infamy : My beatt I awa.ke^ 
What can awake thee, \inawit4>>l ^iK»> 
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• Expended Deity on Raman weal ?* 
Feel the great truths, which bnrft the tenfold night 
Of heathen error, with a golden fiood -^ 

Of endlefs day : to feel, is to be fir'd ; 
* And to belieye, Lorenzo \ is to feeL 

Thou moft indulgent, mod: tremendous poVr f 
Still more tremendous, for thy wood'rous love f 
That arms, with awe more awful, .thy ""commands $ 
And foul tranfgreffion dips in fev'^nfold night, 
How our hearts tremble at thy love imm^ofe t 
In love immenfe, inviolably juft t 
Thou, rather than thy juftice fhould be ftain^d, 
Didft ftain the crofs ; and, work of wonders far 
The ereateft, that diy deareft far might bleed. 

Bold thought ! Shall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs f 
Should man more execrate; or boaft, the g^ilt 
Which rous'd fuchvengeance ? whichfuchlove infiam'd? 
( O'er guilt how montainous ! ) with out-ftretch'd anlis,^ 
Stem juftice, and foft-fmiling love, embrace^ 
Supporting, in fuU^maiefty, thy throne. 
When {eem*d its majefty to need fupport^ 
Or that, or man, inevitably loft. 
What, but the fathomlefs of thot^ht divine^ 
Could labour fuch expedient from defpair. 
And refcue both ! both refcue .*' both exalt t 
how are both exalted by the deed f 
The wond'rous deed ! or fhaB I call it mote I 
A wonder in omnipotence itfelf ! 
A myftery, no lefs to gods than men ! 

Not, thus, our infidels th' Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, confummate, al^olute, 
FuU-orb^d, in his whole round of rays complete : 
They fet at odds heav'n's jarring attributes ; 
Aj}d> with one excellence, another wcAixid \ 
Msdm Heart's perfs&ioik, break tes ecg(i.9^\)e»m'H 
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Bid mercy triumph over — God himfelf^ 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious praife ; 
S A God all mercy, is a God unjuft. 
\ Ye brainlefs wits ? ye baptiz'd infidels ! 
I Ye worfe for mending ! wafli'd to fouler flains I 
V The ranfom was paid down ; the fund of heav'n> 
'f> Heav'n's inexhauftible exhaufled fund, 
A Amazing, and amaz'd, pour'd forth the price, 
) All price beyond : though curious to compute^ 
\. Archangels fail'd to caft the mighty fum : 
>lts value vaft ungrafpt by minds create, 
; For ever hides, and glows, in the fupreme. 
< And was the ranfom paid ? It was : and paid 
/(What can exalt the bounty more ?) for you, 
.The fun beheld it — ^no, the fhocking fcene 
/ Drove back his chariot : midnight veil'd his face ^ 
^^ Not fuch as this ; not fuch as nature makes ; 
> A midnight, nature fhud;der'd to behold j 
{ A midnight new ! a dread eclipfe (without 
.; Oppofmg fpheres) from her Creator's frown ! 
.^ Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker's p^n ? or ftart 
z At that enormous load of human guilt, 
i^ Which bow'd his bleiled head ; o'erwJielmM his crofs ; 
^ Made groan the centre, burft earth's marble womb, 
y With pangs, ftrange pangs ! deliver'd of her deiid ? 
Hell howl'd ; and heav'n th^t hour let fall a tear ; 
Heav'n wept, that men might fmilel, heav'n bled, 
" Might never die ! — [that man 

> And is devotion virtue ? 'tis compell'd : 
. What heart of ftone,.but glows at thoughts like thefe ? 

■ Such contemplations mount us ; and fhould mount ; 

■ The mind ftill higher; nor ever glance on man, 

/ ; Unraptur'd uninflam'd. — ^Where roll my thoughts 
'j To reft from wonders ? other wonders nfe ; 
An^ Urike where-e'er they toft : m^ foA\s wca^v. 



NIGHT THE FOURTH. 75 

Heav'n*s fov'reign blefCngs, cluft'ring from the crofs, 
^Rufh on her, in a throng, and clofe her round. 

The prisoner of amaze ! — In his bleft life 

I fee the path, and, in his death, the price» 
. And in his great afcent, the proof fupremCv 

Of immortality — And did he rife ? 
• Here, O ye nations ! hear it, O ye dead ! 
" He rofe ! he rofe ! he burft the bars of death* 
I Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates ! 

And give the King of glory to come in : 
, Who is the King of glory ? He who left 

His throne of glory, for the pang of death : 

Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates I 
; And give the King of glory to come in. 

Who is the King of glory ? Jle who flew 
> The rav'nous foe, that gorg'd all human race ! 

The King of glory. He, whofe glory filPd 
' Heav'n with amazement at his love to man ; 
' And with divine complacency beheld 

Pow'rs mdft illumin'd, wilder'd in the theme. 
The themey the joy, how then fhall man fuftain ? 

Oh the burft gates 1 crufh'd fting ! demoliih'd throne ! 

Laftgafpofvaaquifli'd death. Shoutearth and heaven I 

This fum of good to man. Whofe nature, then. 

Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb ) 
' Then, then, 1 rofe ; then firft humanity 

Ttiumphant paft the cryftal ports of light, 

( Stupendous gueft ! ) and feiz'd eternal youth ; 

Seiz'd in our name. E'er fince, 'tis blafphemous 

To call man mortal. Man's mortality 

Was, then, transfetr'd to death ; and heav'n's duration 

Unallenably feal'd to this frail frame, 

This child of duft, — ^man, all immortal ! hail ; 

Hail, hcfav'n ! all-lavifh of (trange g\{xs to xcvasw^ 

Thine all the glory : man's the bouikS\fcfe\X^S.s. 
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' Where am I rapt by tUs triumphant theme^ 
^ On Chriftian joy's eziilting wing, above 
X Th* Aonian. mount ?— Alas, fm^ caufe for joy I 
X What i^ to pain immortal ? If extent 
\ Of beings to preclude a clofe of woe f 
:1 Where» then, my boaft of immortality i 
^^ I boaft it (till, though covered o'er with guilt t 
I For gxuikf not hmocencey his life he pcmr'd ; 
( ^Tis guilt alone can juftify his death ; 
L Nor that» unlefs his death can juflify 
. Relenting guilt in Heav'n's indulgent iight» 
\ If, fick of K)llyy I rdent ; he writes 
My name in heay'n, with that inverted fpear 
(A fpear deq> dipt in blood ! ) which pierc'd his fide» 
And open'd there a font for all mankind, 
, Who ftrive, who combat crimes, to drink ; and live i 
^ This, only this, fubduesthe fear of death. 
\ And what is this ? Survey the wond'rous cure i 
i And at eachftep, kt higher wonder rife ! 
^ * Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon 
'^ ^ Through means, that fpeak its value infinite ! 
/ ^ A pardon bought with blood \ with blood divine f 
i ^ With blood divine of him, I made my foe ! 
i * Perfifted to provoke I though woo'd, and aw'dy. 
\ * Bled, and chaftis'd, a flagrant rebel ftill ! 

* A rebel 'midft the thunders of his throne ! 
'^ * Nor I alone, a rebel univerfe t 

' My fpecies up in arms ! not one exempt I 

^ Yet for the fouleft of the foul, he dies. 

' Moft joy'd, for the redeemed from deepcft gmk t 

' As if our race were held of higheft rank f ^ 

* And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man P 

Bound, every heart I and every bofom bum !* 
Oh what a jfcale of miracles U here I 
Jcs lowe& round, high-plaaxed oaiQcA ^>e&% 
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Bir'ring filmmtt loft beyond the thought 
m or aneel ! Oh that I could cHmb 
(ronderful afcent, with equal pnufe ! 

! flow for ever, (if aftonifhitient 
jive thee Icare) my praife ! for ever 6ovr% 

ardentf cordial, conftant^ to hl^ Heav'n 
fragrant, than Ariabia facrific'd ; 
lU her fpicj mountains in a iiame* 
dear, fo due to Heav% ihall praife ddcend* 
her foft plume, -(from plaufive angels wing 
pluck'd by man) to tickle mortal earsy 
diving in the pockets of the great! 
ife the perquifite of ey'ry paw, 
g;h black as hell, that grapples well for goldl 
ve of gold thou meaneft of amours ! 
prsufe her odours wafte on virtue's dead, 
Im the bafe, perfume the ftench of guilty 
dirty bread by waihing JEthiops £iir, 
ving filth, or finkme it from fight, 
venger in fcenes, ymere vacant poftSf 
^bbets yet untenanted, expert 
future ornaments i From courts and thronesa 
n apoftate praiie ! thou vagabond I 
proftitute I to thy firft love return* 
lrft,thy greateft, once unrtval'd dieme. 
;re fiow redundant ; like Meander flow* 
CO thy founuin ; to that Parent Powerj 
g^ives the tongue to ibund, the thought to foars 
}ul to be. Men homace pay to men, 
jhtlefs beneath whofe dreadful eye they bow ^ 
itual awe profound, of clay to clay* 4 

ilt to guih ; and turn their backs on thto» 

Sire ! whom thrones celeftial ceafele& &v%> 
o/irate sok^eUf an amazing iaecat \ n 

jrefumpacut f^msai^u awe iot :«na3iV 
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Man's Author ! End ! Reftorer ! Law ! and Judge ! 
THine, all ; day thine, and thine this gloom of nigh 
With all her weakh, with all her radiant worlds 1 
What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, hear*n's meridian glory, but thy fmile ? 
And (hall not praife be thine ! not human praife I 
While heav'n's high hoft on hallelujahs live i 
O may I breathe no longer, than I breathe 
My foul in praife to him, who gave my foul, 
And all her infinite of piofpeft fair. 
Cut thro' the ihades of hell, great love ! by diee, 
Oh moft adorable i moft ^nador'd 4 
Where fhall that praife begin, which ne'er fliould end 
Where-e'er I turn, what claim on all applaufe ! 
How is night^s fable mantle laboured o'er. 
How richly wrought with attributes, divine ! 
What wifidom (bines ! what love ! this midnight pomj 
This gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid ! 
Built with divine ambition i nought to' thee ; 
For others this profufion : thou, apart. 
Above, beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind 1 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep ? 
Call to the ftm, or a(k tlie roaring .winds, 
For their Creator ? (hall I queftion loud 
The thunder, if in that th' Almighty dwells! 
Or holds HE ^rious ftoniis in (Iraiten'd reins^ 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid car ? 

What mean thefo queftions ? — ^trembling I retrafl 
My proftrate foul adores the prefent God^. 
Praife I a jdiftant' Deity ? he tunes 
My voice, (if t'un'd;) the nerve, that "writes, fuftains 
Wrapp'd in his beiiig, I refound his praife : 
jBut though paft all diffus'd, without a (hore^ 
JIIs e/Tence ; local: b his throive \2ls TOsex!^ 
^o gather the difpcidtt (^as ftan&axds c^ 
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TPhe lifted from afar) ta fix a point, 
-A central pointy colle<aive of his fons, 
<Since finite ev'ry nature, but his own. 

The namelefs he, whofe nod is nature's birth ; 
And nature's ihield the ihadow of his hand ; 
Her difTolutiony liis ikQ)ended finile ! 
The great Firft-Laftl pavilion' d high he fits 
In darknefs from ezceffive iplendor, bome» 
B7 gods unfeoi, unlefs through Juftre loft; 
His glory, to created glory, bright, 
^ As that to central horrors ; he looks 'down 

On all that fear^, and fpans immeofity. 
:i^ Tho* night unnumber'd worlds enfolds to view^ 
Boundlefe creation ! what art thou ? A beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majefty ; 
And fhall an atom «of this atom-world 
Mutter, in duft and fin, the theme of heaven ? • 
Down to the centre fhould I fend my thought 
Thro' beds of glittering ore, and glowing gems. 
Their beggar'a blaze wants luftre for my lay ; 
Goes out in darknefs; if on tow'rihg wing, 
I fend it thro' the i>oundlefs vault of ftars i '" 

{The ftars, tho' rich, what drofs their gold to thee. 
Great ! eood ! wife ! wonderful ! eternal King ! ) 
If to thofe confcious ftars thy throne around, 
Praife eVer-pouring, and imbibing, blefs ; . 
And afk their ft rain ; they want it, more' they want, 
Poor their abundance, humble their. f!:d>lime. 
Languid their* energy, their ardour cold, 
Indd>ted ftill, theii: higheft rapture burns;. . 
Short of its mark/defedlive, tho' divine. 
I Still more— rdiis theme is man's and man's alone ; 
I Their vaft appointments reach it not ; they && 
J On earth a bounty not indulg'd on bigh *, 
/And dowoward look Jot hezyi'm fupmox pTO&V 
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Tirft born of ether !: high in fields 6{ l%ht ! 
View man, to fee the glory of ytmr God I 
Could angels envy^ they had enyy'd here ; 
And fonae did envy ; and the reft, ithcHigh gods» 
Yet dill gods unredeemM (there triumphs many 
Tempted to weigh the duft againd the ikies) 
They lefs would feel, though -mowi adorn, my theme 
They fung creation (for in that tliey ihar'd ;) 
How rofe in jnek>dyy the Child of loye! 
Creation's great inperioTy msin ! is thane ; 
Thine is redemption ; diey juft gave the key : 
*Tis thine to raifepi and eternize, the ibng ; 
T'hougli human, yet divine ; for fhould not this 
Raife man o'er, man, and kindle feraphs here i 
Jledemption ! 'twas creation more fublime ; 
Redemption! "'twas -the labour of the ikies ; 
Far more than labour — it was death in heav'n* 
A truth £a ftrange ! 'twere bold to think it true ; 
If not £ar bolder iSkill, to difi)eHeve. 

Here paufe^and ponder : was there death in heaven? 
What thenon earth i on earth, which druck the blow I 
Who (truck it f Who ?— r-0 how is man enlarged, 
Seen thrdugli this medium ! how the pigmy tow'rs ! 
How counterpois'd his oiifin from diift i 
How counterpois'dy to duft his fad return I 
How voided his vaft diflance fix)m the ikies ! 
^ow near he pnefies on the feraph's wing ! . 
Which is the feraph ? which the bom ©relay ? 
How this demonibates, through the thickeft cloud 
Of guilt, zvtd .clay condenft, the Soa of heaven ! 
The double ion ; the made, and the re«made i 
And Ihallheavefi's double property be loft ^ 
Man's dopbte nutdnefs only can de&ioj. 
To man dxe blieeding ct<>{s \i9& ii^t^inWd all ; 
^he Hee4mg orpfs has £«oxa etBxtfflL^S^^is:^ \ \ 
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)Vlio gave his life, what grace (hall he deny > 

ye ! who, from this Rock of ages, leap, 
Difdainful, plunging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordial joy, what confolation ftrong. 
Whatever winds arife, or billows roll. 
Our int'reft in the mailer g£ die ftorm ? 

Cling there, and in wrecked nature's ruins finile ; 
Wliile vile apoflates tremble in a calm. 

Man ! know thyfelf. All wifdom centres thwe : 
To none man feems ignoble, but to man ; 
Angels that grandeur, men overlook, admire : 
How long (hall human nature be their book, 
Degen'rate mortal ! and unread by thee ? 
The beam dim reafon flieds ihews wonders there ; 
What high contents ! illuftrious faculties ! 
But the grand comment, which difplays at full 
Our human height, fcarce fever'd from divine, 
By Heav'n composed, was publilli'd on the crofs. 

Who looks on that, and fees not in himfelf 
An awfiil ftranger, a terreftrial god ? 
A glorious partner with the Deity 
In that high attribute, immortal life ? 
If a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 

1 gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul 
Catches ftrange fire, eternity ! at thee ; 

And drops the world—or rather, more enjoys : 
How chang'd the face of nature ! how improved 
What feem'd a* chaos, fhines a glorious world. 
Or, what a world, an Eden ; heighten'd all ! 
It is another fcene ! another felf ! 
And dill another, as time rolls along ; 
And (hat a felf far more illuftrious mil. 
Beyond long ages, yet roU'd up in ihades 
Unpierc'd by bold conjedture's keeae&.T^3> 

G 
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What ev-oliitions of furprifing fate ! 
How nature opens, and receives my foul 
In boundlefs walks of raptur'd thought ! where gods 
Encounter, and embrace me ! what new births 
Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fun, 
Where what new charms, perhaps, whatever exifts, 
Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot I 
Is this extravagant ? Of man we form 
Extravagant conception, to be juft : 
Conception unconfin'd wants wings to reach him : 
Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame 
The world of rationals ; one fpirit pour'd 
From fpirit's awftil fountain ; pour'd himfelf 
Thro* all their fouls ; but not in «qual flream, 
Profiife, or frugal, of th' inipiiing God, 
As his wife plan demandedv]^ and when paft 
Their various trials, in their various fpheres. 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Reforbs them all into himfelf again ; 
His throne their <:entre, and his fmile their crown. 
Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to fing, 
Tho' yet unfung, as deem'd, perhaps, too bold I 
Angels are men of a fuperior kind ; 
Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 
High o'er celeftial mountains wing'd in flight ; 
And men are angels, loaded for an hour^ 
Who wade this miry vale, and climb with pain> 
And flipp'ry ftep, the bottom of the fteep. 
Angels iJieir failings, mortals have their praife ; 
While here, of corps ethereal, fuch enrolled. 
And fumjTion'd to the glorious ftandard foon. 
Which flames eternal crimf^n thro' the ikies* 
Nor are our brothers tlio\igbx\.e{s q£ \lbsk km.^ 
Yet abfent ; but not abfent feom xltisax \cr«^^» 
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Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael fung 
Our triumphs 5 Gabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by the Sovereign ; and are thefe, O man ! 
Thf friends, thy warm allies ? and thou (fhame bum 
The cheek to cinder ! ) rival to the brute ? 

Religion's all. Defcending from the fkies 
To wretched man, the goddels in her left 
Holds out this world, and, in her right the next 
Religioti I the fole voucher man is man ; 
Supporter fole of man above himfelf ; 
Ev'a in this night of frailty, change, and deaths 
She gives the foul a foul that a6ts a god. 
Religion ! providence ! an after-ftate ; 
Here is firm footing, here is folid rock ; 
This can fupport us ; all is fea befides ; 
Sinks unc^er us, beflorms, and then devours^ 
His hand the good man fallens on the &ies. 
And bids earm roll, nor feels her idle whirL 

As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air« 
Darlqiefs, and flench, and fu£Focating damps, 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, difcharg'.d. 
Climbs fome fair eminence, where ether pure 
Surrounds him, and Elyiian proipedls rife. 
His heart exults, his fpirits caft their load ; 
As if new-bom, he triumphs in the change .; 
So joys the foul, when from inglorious aims. 
And fordid fweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terreftrial, fet at large, fhe mounts 
To reafon's region,, her own element, 
Breathes hopes immortal, and affe^s the fkies« 

Religion ! thou the foul of happinefs ; 
And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! there fliine 
The nobleft traths ; there ftroBgefl: motives ftift%% 
There Acred violence a/Faults we {o\3l *) 

JG Z 
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There, nothing but compulfion is forborn. Jg 

Can love allure us ? or can terror awe ? g 

He weeps ! the falling drop puts out the fun ; s 

He fighs ! the figh earth's deep foundation fhakes* 

If, in his love, fo terrible, what then 

His wrath infiam'd ? his tendemefs on fire ? 

Like foft, fmooth oil, outblazing otjiier fires ? 

Can prayer, can praife< avert it ?— Thou, my alll 

My tiieme ! my infpiration ! and my crown ! 

My ftrength in age ! my rife in low eftate ! 

My foul's ambition, pleafure, wealth !— my worldt 

My light in darknefs ! and my life in death I 

My boaft thro' time ! blifs thro' eternity! 

Eternity, too fliort to fpeak thy praife ! 

Or fathom thy profound of love to man:! 

To man of men the meaneft, ev'n to me ; 

My facrifice ! my God ! whdt things are thefe ! 

Whatthen art Thou ? by whatname (hall I call thee? 
Knew I the name devout archangels ufe, 
J)evout archangels ihould' the name enjoy. 
By me unrivall'd ; thbufands more fublime, 
Uone half fo dear, as that, which, tho' unfpok^ 
Still glows at Jieart.: O how omnipotence 
Is loft-in love! thou great Philamthropist! 
Father of angels ! but the friend of man! 
Xike Jacob, fondeft of the younger bom ! 
Thou, who didflfave him, fnatch the fmoking branS 
From out the flames, and quench it in thy bloodil 
How art thou pleas'd, by bounty to diftrefs! 
To make us groan beneath our gratitude. 
Too big for birth ! to favour, and confound,; 
To challenge, and to diftance, all return ! 
Of Javiih love ftiipendous heights to foar, 
.And leave praife pantlttg m xke ^\^«dx. ^^^ft;\ 
Thy right too great defrauds xhs^ ^i ^1 ^^^^ 
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And facrilegioiis our fublimeft fong. 
Hut fince the naked will obtains thy fmile^ 

Beneath this monument of praife unpaid, 

And future life fymphonious to my ftrain, 

(That nobleft hymn to heav'n !) for ever lie 

IntombM my fear of death ! and ev'ry fear, * 

The dread of ev*ry evil, but thy frown. 
Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely finile ? 

laughter a labour, and might break their refl#. 

Ye Quietifts, in homage to the ikies ! 

Serene ! of foft addrefs ! who mildly make 

An unobtruiive tender of your hearts, 

Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed ; 

But, for me blefling, wreftle not with lieav'n !' 

Think you my fong too turbulent ? too warm ? 

Are padions, then, the pagans of the foul ? 
Reafon alone baptiz'd ? alone ordain'd 
To touch things facred. ? Oh for warmer ftill ! 
Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow'rs ; 
Oh for an humbler heart, and prouder fong ! 
Thou, my much-injur'd theme ! with- that foft eye^ 
Which melted o'er doom'd Salem, deign to look 
Gompaflion to ihe coldnefs of my bread ; 
And pardon to the winter in my ftrain. 
O ye cold-hearted, frozen, formalifts ! 
On fuch a jtheme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 
Paflion is reaibn, tranfport temper, here. 
Shall heav*n, which gave us ardour, and has fhewn 
Her own for man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
What fmooth emollients in theology, 
Recumbent virtue's downy dodtors preach. 
That profe of piety, a lukewarm praife ? 
Rife odoilrs fwcet from incenfe uilinflam'd ? 
t>evot!on, when luibewarm, is undevout •, 

-But when it glows, its heat is ftruck to Yiesc^'tN" % 
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To human hearts her golden harps are ftrung ;: 
High heaven's orcheftra chants Amen to man. 

Hear I, or drealn I hear, their diflant ftratn» 
Sweet to the foul, and tailing ftrong of heav'n^ 
Soft-wafted on celeftial pity's plume> 
Thro' the vaft fpaces of the univerfe. 
To cheer me in this melancholy gloom I 
Oh when will death (now ftingkfs,) like a friend^ 
Admit me of their choir ? Oh when will death. 
This mould'ring, old, partition-wall throw down I 
Give beings, one in nature, one abode I 
Oh death divine, that giv'ft us to the fkies ! 
Great future ! glorious patron of the paft, 
And preient ! when fhall I thy (hrine adore ;; 
From nature's continent, immenfely wide, 
Immenfely bleft, this little ifle of life. 
This dark, incarcwating colony, 
Divides us. Happy day ! 'that breaks our chain :: 
That manumits ; that calls from exile home ;. 
That leads to nature's great metropolis. 
And re-admits us, thro' the guardian hand 
Of elder brothers, to ora: Father's throne ; 
Who hears our Advocate, and thro' his wounds 
Beholding man, allows that tender name. 
'Tis this makes Chriftian triumj^ a command : 
'Tis this makes joy a duty to the wife ;. 
'Tis impious, in a good man, to be fad. 

Seeft thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all- our hope ? 
Touch'd by the crofs, we live ; or, more than die ; 
That touch which touch'd net angels $ more divine 
Than that, which touch'd confiifion into form^ 
And darknefs into ^ory, partial touch I 
Ine£Fably pre-eminent regard ! 
Sacred to man, and fov'reiga thro' the whole 
Long golden chain of imi2ic\«^.v)\a0cx\^»sw^ 
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From lieav'n thro* all duration, and fupports. 

In one illuftrious, and amazing plany ■ 

Thy welfare, nature ! and thy God's renown f 

That touch, i^ith charm celeftial, heals the foul 

Difeas'd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in deaths 

Turns earth to heaven, to heav'nly thrones transforms 

The ghaftly rums of the mould'ring tomb. 

D<5l afk me when ^ when He who dy'd returns I 
Returns, how changed t Where then the man of woe 
In glory's terrors all the Godhead burns j. 
And all his courts,, exhaiiiled by the tid&- 
Of Deities triumphat in- his train, 
Leaye a flupendoUsCblituda in heaven ? 
Replenifht foon, repieniiht with increafe 
Of pomp, and mtitltilude ; a cadiant band 
Of angels new y of angels fi^^m the tomb* 

Is tms by fancy thrown remote ? and rife- 
Dark doubts between the piomife, and event? 
I fend thee not to voliimes for thy cure ^ 
Read nature ; nature is a friend- to truth ; 
Nature is Chridian,; preaches to mankind ;■ • 
And bids dead matter aid us in our creeds 
Haft thou ne'er feen the. comet's flatning flight ^ 
Th' illuftrious ftranger pafllng terror fheds 
On gazing nations, from his fiery train 
Of length enormous, takes bis ampl^ round 
Thro' depths. of. ether 1 coafts^ unnumberM worlds,^^^ 
Of more thatt folar glory ; doubles-wide 
Heav'n's mighty cape^; ,^id then revifrts eavth^ 
From the Long travel of a thoufand years; - j 

Thus, at the dieftin'd period, ihall r^tam M 

He, once. 0^ earth, who bids, the comet blaze : 
And, with hin^ all our triumph o'er the tomb. 

Nature is dunlb on :tliis important polt^t v ^ 

Or hope precarious in low wbifiper \>XQi3i^^^ V 
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Faith fpeak^ aloUdy difttnA ; eV'n adders liear,^ 
But turn, and dart into the dark again. 
Faith builds a bridge acrofs the guiph of death> 
To break the ihock blind nature caipot fkun. 
And lands thought fmoothly on the farther ihore«. 
Death's terror is the mountain faith removes ; 
That mountain barrier between man and peace, 
^is faith difarms defbxi<fbion ; and abfolves 
From ev'ry clam'rous charge, the guiltlefs tomU- 
Why difbelieve ? Lorenzo !-^* Reafon bids^ 

* All-facred reafon.' — Hold her faired ftill ; 
Nor fhalt thou Want a rival in thy; flame : 
All-^acred reafon ! fource,.aiid foi^.of all 
Demanding praife, on earthy or earth above 1 
My heart is thine : deep in its imnoft f(^ds» 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. 
Wear I the bleiTed crofs> by fortune ftampt 
On paffive nature, before thought was bom ? 
My birth's blind bigot I fir'd with local zeal t 
No ; reafon rebapdz'd me when adult ; 
Weigh'd true, ^d falfe, in. her. impartial fcale %. 
My heart became the convert of my head ; 

And made that choice, which once was but my fate;^ 

* On argument alone my faith is built i" 
Reafon purfu'd is faith ; and^ impurfu'd 
Where prdof invites, 'tis reafon, then, no more.* 
And fuch our proof, that, or our fai^ is Hghtr 
Or reafon lies, and heav'n defign'd it wrong 2 
Abfolve we this !?v what, then, is blasphemy ? 

Fond as we ^e, and j^uftly fond of faith» 
Reafon, we grant»' demands our firft regaard ;. 
The mother hoi^^ir'd, as the daughter dear., 
Reafon tlie root, feir faith is but the flower s. 
The fading flower fhall die ; but reafba liiie» 
"-nmortal, as her father laib^ fld^*. 
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^cn faith is virtue, reafon makes it fo* 
^rong not the Chriflian ; thimk not reafon yoiys ;; 
Tis reafon our great mafter holds fo dear ; 
Tis reafon's injur'd rights his wrath refents ; 
Tis reafon's voice obeyed, his glories crown j. 
fo give h)ft reafon life, he pour'd his own ; 
Miev&y and (hew the reafon of a man ; 
Mieve, and tafte the pleafure ol a god ; 
^lieve, and look with triumph on the tomb : 
Hhro' reafon's wounds alone thy fakh can die ;- 
Vhich dying, tenfold terror gives to death, 
\.nd dips in venom his twice-mortal fting.. 

Learn hence what honours, what loud pseans, due? 
ro thofe,. who pufh« our antidote afide ; 
rhofe boafted firrien^ to reafon, and to man, 
Vhofe fetal Jove (labs ev'ry joy, and: leaves 
[death's terror heighten'd gnawing on his heart, 
rhefe pompous fons of reafon idoliz'd, 
IVnd vilify'd at once ; of reafon dead, 
rhen deify'd, as monarchs were of old ; 
What condutft plants proud laurels on their brow ? 
SVhile love of truth thro' all their camp rcfounds, 
rhey draw pride's curtain o'er the noon-tide ray,; 
Spike up their inch of reafon, on the point 
Df philofophic wit, cail'd argmnent 5 
And then, ejculting in their taper, cry > 
* Behold the fun ;' and, Indian-like, adore. 

Talk they of morals ? O thou- bleeding Love ^ 
Thou maker of new morals to mankind r 
The grand morality is love of thee. 
As -mCe as Socrates, if fuch tliey were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that fublittte tenown^ 
As wife as Socraties, might juftly Chtiftl 
The deBmtkm of a modem £6oL. 
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A Christian is the higheft ftile of man. 
And }^ there, who the bleffed crofs wipes ofiv 
As a foul blot, from his dilhonour'd brow ? 
If angels tremble, *tis at fuch a fight : 
The wretch they quit, defponding of their charge^ 
/ More ftruck with grief or wonder, who can tell ? 

Ye fold to fenfe [ ye citizens of earth ! 
] (For fuch alone the Chriftian banner fly) 
^ Know ye how wife your choice, how great your gam I 
] Behold the picture of earth's happieft man : 
" * He calls his wifh, it comes ; he fends it back,. 

* And fays, he calPd another 5 that arrives, 

* Meets the fame welcome ; yet he ftills calls, on ; ' 

* Till one calls him, who varies not liis call, 

* But holds him fail, in chains of dazknefs boimd, 

* 'Till nature dies, and judgment fets him free 5 

* A freedom far lefs welcome than his chain.' ) 
But grant man happy ; grant him happy long ; 

Add to life's higheft prize her lateil hour ! 

That hour, fo late, is nimble in approach, 

That, like a poft, comes on in full career : 

How fwift the fhuttle flies, that weaves thy ihroud!' 

Where is the fable of thy former years i 

Thrown down the gnlph of time ; as hr from thee- 

As they had ne'er been thine ; the, day in hand, 

Like a bird ftruegling to get loofey is going ; 

Scarce now pOfle&'d, fo fuddenly 'tis gone ; 

And each fwift moment fled, is death advanc'd. 

By (hides as. fwift : eternity is all; 

And whofe eternity ? who triumphs there ? 

Bathing for ever in the fo»t Gf4)lifs !. /^ 

For ever baikine in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo ! who T — Thy confcience ftiaU reply. . 

O give it leave to fpeak \, 'twill fpeak, ere long^ 
Tbjr leave uoafkt : Loteivxo \ "te^i 'wxinrw v 
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e ufeful Its advice, its accent mild. . 

le great edidl, by divine decree, ^ 

h is depofited with man's laft hour ; 

lonefl hour, and faithful to her truil ; 

h, eldeft daughter of the Deity ; 

h, of his council, when he made the worlds ; 

lefs, when he fhall judge the worlds he made ^ 

filent long, and fleeping ne'er fo found, 
:her'd with errors, and oppreft with toys, 

heav'n commiflion'd hour no fooner caUs^ 
from her cavern in the/ouPs abyfs, 

him they fable under iEtna whelm'd, 
goddefs burfts in thunder, and ixv flame f 
ily convinces, and feverely pains. 
: demons I difcharge, and hydra-ftings ; 
keen vibrations of bright truth — is hell : 
definition ! tho' by fchools untaught, 
eaf to truth ! perufe this parfon'd page, 
trufl, for once, a prophet, and a prieft ; 
a may live fools, but fools they cannot dieJ^ 
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Lorenzo ! to recnnynate is juft. 
" FondneTs for feme is avarice of air. 

I grant the man is vain who writes for praife. 
' Praife no man e'er deferv'd, who fought no more. 
As juft thy fecond charge; J grant the mufe 
Has often blufh'd atJher degen'rate fons. 
Retained by fenfe to plead her filthy caiufe^ 
To raife the low, to magnify the mean, 
. And fubtili^e the grofs into refin'i : 
As if to magic numbers, powerful charm 
^Twas given,, to. make a.civet of their fong 
' Obfcene> andfweeten ordure to perfume. 
Wit, a true Pagan,, deifies the brute, 
, And lifts our fwine enjoyments from the mire. 

The fkA notorious, nor obfcure the caufe. 

We wear the chains of pleafure, and of pride. 

_ Thefe fhare the man; and thefe diftraA him too-; 

Draw diff 'rent ways, and clafh in their commands. 
^ Pride, like an-eagle, builds among the ftars 5 ^ 

/ But pleafure, lark-like, nefts upon the grcund. 
J.Joys Ihar*d by bnite-creation, pride t«|sax.^ V 
Pleafijse emhrsLces I inan wouWL ^oXi>^ ^W^-fc %H 
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And both at once : a point how hard to gam ! 
But, what can't wit, when (lung by ftrong defire ? 

Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprize. 
Since joys of fenfe can\rife to reafon's tafte ; 
In fubtle fophiftry's laborious forge. 
Wit hammers out a reafon new, that ftoops 
To fordid fcenes, and meets them with applaufe. 
Wft calls tlie Graces the chafte zone to loofe ; 
Nor lefs than a plumb god to fill the bowl : 
- A thoufand phantoms, and a thoufand fpellsy 
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude. 
To fafcinate, inebriate, lay afleep. 
And the fool'd mind of man delightfully confound. 
Thus that which fhock'd the judgment, fhocks nomore: 
-That which gave pride offence, no more offends* 
Pleafure and pride, by nature mortal foes. 
At war eternal, which in man (hall reign. 
By wit*s addrefs, patch up a fatal peace. 
And hand in hand lead on the rank debauch. 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art, curfed art ! wipes off the indebted blufh 
Prom nature's cheek, and bronzes ev'ry fhame. 
Man fmiles m ruin, glories in his guilt. 
And infamy ftands candidate for praife. 

All writ by man in favour of the foul, 
'Thefe fenfual ethics far, in bulk, tranfcend. 
The flow'rs of eloquence, profulely pour'd 
O'er fpotted vice, fill half the letter'd world. 
Can pow'rs of genius exorcife their page. 
And confecrate enormities with fong ? 

But let not thefe inexpiable ilrains 
Condemn the mufe that knows her dignity ; 
Not meanly ftops at time, but holds the world 
A.S ^tis, in nature'-s ample ^e\d, ?l "^>sv\.^ 
point in her efteem % from 'wYievxt^ xa ^asx.» 
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And run the round of univerfal fpace. 

To vifit being univerfal there, 

And being's fburce, that utmoft flight of mind ! 

Yet, fpite of this fo vaft circumference, 

Well knows, but what is moral, nought is great. , 

Sing Syrens only ? do not angels fing ? 

There is in poefy a decent pride. 

Which well becomes her when ^e fpeak to profe. 

Her younger fifter 5 haply, not more wife. 

Think'il thou, Lorenzo ! to find paftimes here ? 
No guilty paflion blown into a flame, 
No foible flattered, dignity difgracM, 
No fairy fidid of fidion, all on flow*r. 
No rainbow colours, here, or filken t^le z 
But folemn counlels, images of awe. 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man 
With double^ weight, thro' thefe revolving fpheres. 
This death-deep filence, and incumbent made : 
Thoughts, fuch as fhall revifit your laft hour ; 
Vifit uncdl'd, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil. Midnight ! darker ftill 
In* melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev'n this, my laughter-loving friends ! 
Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the fmile ! 
If, what imports you moft, can moft engage. 
Shall (leal your ear, and chain you to my fong« 
Or if you fail me, know, the wife fhall tafte 
The truths I fmg ; the truths I fmg fhall feel ; 
And, feeling, give afTent ; and their afTent 
Is ample recompence ; is more than praife. 
But chiefly thine, O Litchfield ! nor miftake ; 
Think^not unintroduc'd I force my way ; 
Narciffa, not unknown, not unally'd, 
By virtue, or bjr blood, illttftrious yout3ci\ 
To thee, from blooming amaranthvivB bcrw* ts^. 
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'Where all the language harmony, defj^ends ' 
Uncall'd, and afks admittance for the Mufe : 
A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy praife % 
Thy praife (he drops, by nobler ftill infpir'd. 
/ O thou ! Ipleft Spirit ! whether the fupreme, 
( -Great antemundane Father ! in whofe bread 
■ Embryo creation, unborn being, dwek, 
And all its various revolutions roU'd 
Prefent, tho' future ; prior to themfelves ; 
Whofe breath can blow it into nought again} ; 
} Or from his tnrone fome delegated pow'r, 
t Who, ftudious of our peace, doft turn the thought 
i From vain and vile, to folid and fublime 1 
( Unfeen thou lead'ft me to delicious draughts 

> Of infpiration, from a purer ftream, 

> And fuller of the God, than that which bvirft 
( From fam'd Caftalia^ nor is yet allay'd 

'^ My facred thirft ; tho' long my foul has rang'd 
^ Thro' pleafing paths of nwral and divine^ 
i By thee fuftain'd, and lighted by the stars. 
;^ By them bed lighted are the paths of thought ; 
■^Nights are their days, their moft illumin'd hours. 
By day, the foul, o'erbom by life's career, 
/ Stunn'd by the din, and giddy with the glare, 
\ Heels far frbm reafon, joftled by the throng. 
I By day the foul is paflive, all her thoughts 
( Impos'd, precarious, broken, ere mature* 
(By night from objefts free, from pafHon cool, 
/ Thoughts uncontrouPd, and unimprefs'd the births 
^- Of pure ele^ion, arbitrary range, 

> Not to the limits of one world confin'd ; 
t. But from ethereal travels light on earth, 
I As voyagers drop anchor, for repofe. 

Let Indians, and the ga^^Yska \ti^*axvs^ fead 
OffeztsbeT^d fopperies^ i&e &a ?A«te v 
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^ Barknefs has more divinity for me ; 
^ It ftrikes thought inward ; it drives back the foul 
"^ f fettle on herfelf, our point fupreme ! 
^ There lies our theati^e ; there fits our judge. 
2 Darknefs the curtain (h'ops o'er life's dull fcene ; 
i Tis the kind haivd of providence ftretcht out 
iTtdit man and vanity ; 'tis reafon's reign, 
7 And virtue's too ; thefe tutelary fhades 
^Are man's afylum from the tainted throng. 
^ Night is the good man's friend, and guardian too ; 
S It no lefs refcues virtue, than infpires. 
^ Virtue, for ever frail, as fair below, 
"? Her tender nature faflPers in the croud, 
\ Nor torches on the world, without a ftain : 
^ The world's infedious ; few bring back at eve. 

Immaculate, the manners df the morn. 
. Something we thought, is blotted 5 we refolv'd, 
^ Is fhaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. 
\ Each falutaticn may ilide in a fin 
\ Uiftbou^ht before, or fit a former flaw. 
5^ Nor is it ftrange \ light, motion, ooncourfe, noife 
' AM, Gutter U6 atbroad ; thought outward-bound, 
; Negle<5lful of dur hoitie'-a^Fairs, flies ofl* 
'i In fume <^nd diflipation, quits her charge, 
^ And leaves the hreaft tmgu^ded to the foe. 
Preient example gets within our guard, 
And ads Widi dOuMe force, by few r^lPd. 
Ambitk)li fires imibltiiOft ; love <Df gain 
Strikes, Hke k peftSeiiee, from breaft to bread s 
Riot, |^iii#e» l^fidy, blue v^«ts breatSie ; 
And inhumanity is caught n-om man. 
From fmdkig rnicn. / A flight, a fingle glaace, 
A^i}ibt^#aikldO^ often has brought home 

A ib^to !^v^ to tlie ^ohbmg iv^Mctit 
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Of envy, rancour, or impure defire. 

We fee, we hear, with peril ; fafety dwells 

Remote from multitude ; the world's a fchool 

Of wrong, and what proficients fwarm around ! 

We muft. or imitate, or difapprove; 

Mud lifl as their accomplices, or foes .; 

That ^ins bur innocence ; :this wounds our peace. 

From nature's birth, hence, wiidom has been fmit 

With fweet recefs, and languifli'd for the fhade. 

> This facred fhade, and folitude, what is iti 
; 'Tis the felt prefence of the Deity. 

'\ Pew are the faults we flatter when alone. 
[ Vice fmks in her allurements, is ungilt,* 

And looks, like other objeds, black by night. 
.:' By night an.atheifl half-believes a God. 
k Night is fair virtue's immemorial friend ; 
'^ The,confcious moon, thro' ev'^ry.-diflant.age, 

> Has held a Jamp to wifdom, and let fall. 
On contemplation's eye, her purging ray. 

'The fam'd Athenian^ he who woo'd from heav'n 
Philofophy theiair, to dwell with men, 
'. And form their manners, not inflame their pridew 
: While o'er his head, as fearful to molefl 

His lab'ring mind, the flars in filence flide, 
' And feem all gazing on their future guefl. 
See hiin folicLting his ardent fuit 
In private audienc-e 2 all the live-long night, 
Rigid in thought, and motionlefs, he ftai^ds ; 
Nor quits his theme, or poflure, till the fun 
(Rude d|*unkard riiing refy from the main !) 
Diflurbs his npbler tntelledhial beam, 
And gives him. to the tumult of the world. 
Hail, precious moments ! flol'n from the black wafe 
t?/jnurder'4 time I aufpicious Midnight ! haili 
" '^he world .excluded, e^reiy i^^Cioxi V^ ^^ 
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And openM a calm intetcourfe With heaven, 
Here the foul fits in cwncil ; ponders paft, 
Predeftines future ad:ion ; fees, not feels, 
Tumultuous life» and reafons mth the ftorm ; 
All her lies anfwers, and thinks down her charms* 

What a\^ul jay ! what mental liberty ! 
I am not pent in darknefs ; rather fay 
(If not too bold) in darknefs I'm embower'd. 
Delightful gloon) ! the clud'ring thoughts around 
Spontaneous rife, and bloflbm -in the fhade ; 
But droop by day, and iicken in the fun. 
Thought borrows light elfewhere ; from, that firft fire. 
Fountain of animation ! whence defcends 
Urania, my celeftial ^ueft 1 who deigns 
Nightly to vifit me, fo mean 4 and now . 
Conicious how needful difcipline to .man» 
From pleafing dalliance with the charms of night 
My wand'ring thought j;ecalls, ta what excites 
Far other beat of heart ; Narci^a's.tomb ! 

Or is it feeble nature calls me k^ck» 
And breaks my fpirit into grief again .? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? 
A cold, flow puddle, creeping thro* my veins? 
Or is it thus with all men ? — Thus wiyi all. 
What are we ? how unequall now we foar, 
And now we fink; to be the fame, tranfcends 
Our prefent prowefs. Deaiiy pays the foul 
For lodging ill, too dearly rent* her clay. 
Reafon, a baffled counfellor i but adds 
The blufh of weaknefs, to the bane of woe. 
The nobleU fpirit fighting her hard fate, 
In this damp, dufky region, charg'd with ftormSf 
But feebly flutters, yet unuught to fly ; 
OTf flying, fhort her flight, and Cui& \^ liS^ | 
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Our utmoft ftrengthi when d&^tii to rife agaiii ; 
And not to yield, tho' beaten^ all out ptiaife. 
> , *Tis vain to fee k in meh for xhdrfe than ihan. 
I Though proud in promtfe, big in ^r^Vions diouglit, 
" Experience damps our triumph. I, who late 
Emerging froto the ihad^Ws of the jgrave^ 
Where grief detained me pris*ne'r> mbuilting high^ 
Threw wide the gates of everiafting day, 
And call'd mankind td glory, fliool off ^ain* 
Mortality fhook off, in ether pure> 
And ftruck the ftars ; now ifeel my jfpii^ti fifil; 
tThey drop ihfe from; the zenith ; down I rnflii 
Like him whom fable Qedg^d With waxeii wings;. 
In forrow drown'd-i— but not, in forro\;i^, loft. 

^ How wretched is th& rtan, who neVfer moUriiM ! 

^ I dive for pi^ci6us j^ciArl, in foirow's i&eam : 

( Not to the thoughtl^ man that only grieves ; 
Takes all die torm^riti and re^edls the gsiin, 
(Ineftimable gain Q and gives heaven leave 
To make him htxt more wretdhedj hot more '^ife. 

If wifdom ii bur leflbh {and what elfe 
Ennobles man ? wh^t elfe haVe angels learnt ?) 
Grief !• moi^ proficients in thy fchool are made. 
Than genius, or proud ieamihg, e'er could boafb 
Voracious learning, bftte bvei&'d^ 
Digefts n6t into fe't^ilit her niotley inesi. 
This bookcaf^, wrth dark bo6ty alftioffi bttrft. 
This forager on others wifdom, l^ves 
Her native farm, her reifbh, quite lintJlPd. 
With mixt iWtot&-e ihe Itutfttts tiie rank foilj 
Dung'd, but not dreft ; and riich to beggary. 
A p6^p iintamdible of weeds prevails. 
Her fervant's "^alth fncTMttbef'd wifdom liioni^ 
And wfeat lay s gcmds V Vl^et i&^ &a5i^'^^/ 

Genitis, too hard for xigVitf c«s\ '^xoii^ \\.^x^'W|,% 
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And loves to boad, whfere bltifli ineil lefs iafpir'd* 
It pleads exeniption from th^ l^^ws of kn& ; 
Confiders reafon ^s a kveller ; 
A.nd fcoms to fl^arp ^ bl^IHng ^i^idi -tbe croud* 
Phat \yiib it could he, thml^s ^ ^paple claim 
ro glory, and tp plaafure glv^s the reft, 
Cramis but fleeps, Arde^o is undoAe^ 
Wifdom ie{^ fhu4$}ers at ^ foc^y thm wit. 

But wifdo^ ^^l^h whe^ humbled mortals weep. 
Whto fp^ow wotttids jfee )>r?eaft^ as ploughs the glebe. 
And. he^ts Qj>4urg.te feel her fpftc^ing fliowcr j 
Her feed celeftiaji tjien gj^ wifdom fows ; 
Her g^djcn t^T^ trjumpji? in the foil,' 
If fo, Narciffa! weJcQiiie |ny fl#i^pfe j 
I'll raife a t^r <^ piy palajjaityi^ 
And reap riph cpmpenfation fwm wy pain* 
I'll range tl^e pl^t;'eQ\i$ iQiielk^li:^ fieid i 
And gather every th^^igfet of foy'ifeign fK>wer 
To chaf(^ tUe jiEiprgJ maladies pf -^lan j 
Thoughts, which may bear .tra^fpl^nting to the ikiesy 
Tho' n^ttivie^ of this CQfirfj^ p^owiou? fo3 ; 
Kor wh^oily wi^V thjere, wh«re fcraphs fing, 
Refin'd, exalted, not ^m^'^f in beav'n. 
Reafoi^, t}ie fu^ that gKve$ jthjem birth» the fgine 
h either ^UfiSUEb A.Q^gb Wiore ijlpllripws there. 
Thefe choicejy c»lj'd, ai>d eleg^wtly rang'd, 
Shall fottn a gs^lapd for Narciflin's t.oo^ ; 
Ar.d, per^^eiitiMre, pf pp f^c^ng Upw'rp. 

Say, on wW dtteines At^l} puzzled choice defbend f 

* Til' importancie of QOBytempkuiiig^ Acjtowtb $ 

* Why men d««l»ne it ; fiftcideV foul birth f 

* The various fcind^ erf* grief j ^ ftuJtp of age ; 

* And death's dfeii chaisa,<S:e!rr?ti>yite mj ftsng.' 

^nends counfel .qsMpJ: ^ifwiffioix cS gV^T |pv«i % 
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Miftaken kmdnefs! our hearts heal too {bon. 
Are they more kindithan he^ who ftruck the blow? 
Who bid it do his errand in our hearts^ 
And banifh peace, till nobler guefts anirey 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs peace ?^ 
Calamities are friends : as glaring day 
Of thefe unnumber'd luftres rob» our fight ; 
Profperity puts out uimumber'd thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man. 

The man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy fcenesi, 
(Scenes apt to thruft between us and ourfelves l^- 
Is led by choice to take his fav'rite walk. 
Beneath death's gloomy, filerit, cyprefs fhades». 
Unpierc'd by vanity's fisintaftic ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his diift, 
Vifit his vauhs, and dwell among the- tombs!' 
Lorenzo! read with me Narcifla-s- flone ;. 
(NarciflTa was thy fav'rite) let us read 
Her moral ft one ; few dodors preach, fo well f: 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch 
The feeling heart. What pathos in the date !: 
Apt words can ftrtke y and yet in them we fee 
Faint images of what we, here* enjoy. 
What caufe have we to build on length of life?; 
Temptations feize, when fear ts laid afleep ; 
And ill foreboded is our ftrongeft guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble fhrine^ 
Truth, radiant goddefs I Tallies on my ford^ 
And puts delufion's dofky train to flight ; 
Difpels the mifts our fultry pafiions raife. 
From objeds low, terreftrial, and obfcene ;• 
And fhews the real eftimate- of things; 
Which no man, unaffitdtedi ever faw ; 
Hidls off the veil from Vvm«^st\tvBi^^^«3Scw'^v 
Deters temptation iu a \ho\)&aA\ifcw 
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Xr^th bids me look on men, as autumn leaves. 
And all they bleed for, as the fummer's duft, 
l^iiv'n by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams,^ 
I widen my horizon, gain new poweis. 
See things invifible, feel things remote. 
Am prefent with futurities ; think nought 
To man fo foreign, as the joys pofleft j 

Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave;- 

No folly keeps its colour in her fight ; 

Pale worldly wifdom lofes all her charms ; 

In pompous promife from- her fchemes profound^. 

If future fate fhe plans, 'tis all in leaves. 

Like Sybil, unfubllantial, fleeting blifs I 

At the fir ft blaft it vaniflies- in air. 

Not fo, celeftial : wouldft thou know, Lorenzo 1 

How differ worldly wifdom, and divine ? 

Juft as the waning, and the waxing moon. 

More empty worldly wifdom ev'ry day ; 

And ev'ry day more fair her rival ihinesv 

When later, there's lef*?- time to- play the fool. 
Soon ourwhoie term for wifdom is expir'd 
. {Thou know' ft fhe calls no council in the g-rave :) 
And everlafting fool is writ in fire^ 
Or real wifdom wafts us to the flties*- 

As worldly fchemes refembie Sybil's leaves, 
The good man's days t^ Sybil's books compare, 
(In ancient ftory read, thou know' ft the tale) 
In price ftill rifing, as in number lefs, 
Ineftimable quite his final hour. 
For that who thrones can offer, offer |hrone» p 
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pif . 

* Oh let me die his death !' all nature crt^s* 

* Then live his life' — All nature faultera there. 
Our great phffician daily to conCvAt,. 

To commune with the grave,, our oiiV^ cmt^i* 
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What grave^prefcribes the beft ? — ^A friendV ; and yet 
From a friend'^ grave, how foon we difengage ! 
£v'n to tlie deareft, as his marble, cold. 
Why are friends rayifht from us ? 'tis to bind» 
£7 foft a£Ee6lion's ties, on human hearts. 
The thought of death, which reafon, too fu|»net . 
Or mifemploy'df fo rafely fattens there. 
Nor reafon, nor a£Fe6lion, no, nor both 
Combined, can break the witchcrafts of the worl<L 
Behold th' inexorable hour at hand 1 
Behold th' inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief aim of life. 
Though well to ponder it, is life's chief end. 

Is death, that ever threatening, ne'er remote^ 
That all-important, and that oiuy fure, 
(Come when he wiJI) an unexpeded gueft I 
Nay, though invited by the loudeft calls 
Of blind imprudence, unexpedled GtiYL ? 
Though numerous mefliengers are fent before 
To warn his great arrivaL What the caufe*. 
The wond'rous caufe, of this myfterious ill ? 
All heav'n looks down aflonifli'd at the fight.. 

Is it that life haa fown her joys fo thick, * 
We can't thruft in a fingle care between ? 
Is it, that life has fuch a fwarm of cares^ 
The thought of death can't enter for the thsong I 
Is it, that time fteals on with downy feet. 
Nor wakes indulgence from her golden dream i 
To-day is fo like yeflerday, it cheats ; 
We take the lying fitter for the £une. 
Life glides a^ay, X<orens» ! like a brook ; 
For ever changing, unperceiv'd the change^ 
In the fame brook none ^w&r bath'd him twice t 
'^o the fame life none ever twvc^ vwofe* 

' call the Jbjobk the fame \ the fassxe^e SiK«&. 
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ir life, though ftill more fapid in its ilow ; 
>r mark the much irrevocably laps'd, 
ncl mingled with the fea. Or (hall we fay^ 
detaining ftill the brook to bear us on) 
lat life is like a vefTel on the fiream ? 
life embark'd, we fmoothly down the tide 
: xime defcend, but not on time intent ; 
mus'dy unconfctous of the gliding wave ; 
U on a iudden we perceive a fhock ; 
e ftgit) awake, look out ; what fee we there ? 
IT brittle b^rk is burft on Charon's fhore. 
Is this the caufe ii^th flies all human thought i 
* is it judgment by the will flruck bliQd^ 
lat domineering miftrefs of the foul ! 
ke hiip fo flrong by Dalilah the fair ? 
' is it fear turns flartled reafon back» 
Qjn looking down a precipice fo keep ? 
is dreadful; an4 the dread is wifely plaQ'd».. 
'' nature confcious of the make of man. 
dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
flaming fword to guard the tree of life. 
' that unaw'dy^in life's mod imiling houi:. 
le good man wpuld repine ; would fuffer joys^ 
|d bum impatient for his promis'd ikies. 
If ba4> on each pui)y^ilious pique of pride, 
f gloom of hufnouTy would give rag^ the Tem^ 
lund o'er the b^uTter> rufh into the dark, 
yd mar the fcheipes of providence below. 
What groan was tfaaty Lorenzo ?-— Furies \ rife ^ 
id dr^wn» in your l^fs jexecrable jeU, 
itannia's ftame. There took j^ier gloomy flighty 
I wing jaipetuou^y a black fuUen foul, 
afled from h^y with l>orrid luk of deat^ 
\y friej^d, (;^e br&ve^ ihfi gallckn^ iVV.^i^<^T)X^ 

caird^o^ovght^mi then lie fl^ liSpkft^^^ 
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Lefs bafe the fear of death, than fear of lifci. 
O Britain, infamous for fuicide ! 
An ifland in thy manners ! far disjoined 
i. From the whole world of rationals befide ! 
In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head» 
Waih the dire (lain, nor fhock the continent. 

But thou be fliock'd, while I dete€t' the caufe 
Of felf-affault, expofe the monfter's births 
And bid abhorrence hifs it round the' world. 
Blame not thy clime> nor ehide the diftant fun ; 
The fun is innocent, thy cKme- abfolv'd ; 
Immoral climes kind nature never made. 
The caufe I fing, in Eden- might prevail^- 
And proves, it is thy folly, not thy fete; 

The foul of man (let man in homage baw. 
Who names his foul) a native of the flkies ! 
High-bom, and free, her freedom fhould maintain: 
Unfold, unmortgaged for earth's little bribes* 
Th' illuftrious ftranger, in this foreign land^ 
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity. 
Studious of home, and ardent to return j 
Of earth fiifpicious, earth's inchanted cup 
With cool referve light touching, fhould indulge. 
On immortality, her godlike tafte ; [the 

There take large draughts; make her chief banqi 

But fome rejed this fuRenance divine p 
To beggarly vile appetites defcend ; 
Afk alms of earth, for guefts that came from* heav': 
Sink into flaves ; and fell, for prefent hire, 
Their rich reverfion, and (what fhares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who fways 
This nether world. And when his payments f»l> 
Wiien his foul bafket gorges them no more. 
Or their palPd palates \oat3ci idaa W^^^x^\ 
Are inAantly» with wM d^tacnxttLC t^^^> 
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For breakmg all the chains of providence, 

And burfting their confinement ; though faft barr'd 

Bf laws divine and human ; guarded itrong 

With horrors doubled to defend the pafs, 

The blacked, nature, or dire guilt, can r^e ; 

And moated round, with ^thomlefs deftrudion^ 

Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. 

Such, Britons 1 is the caufe, to you Unknown^ 
Or worie, o'erlook*d ;. o'erlook'd by magiftrates^ 
Thus criminals themfelves. I grant the deed- 
Is madnefs ; but the madnefs of the heart. 
And what is that ^ our utmoil bound of guilL- 
A fenfual, unrefleding life, is big 
With monftrous births, and fuicide^ to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break 
Heav'n's law fupreme, and defperately rulh 
Through facred nature's murder, on their own>. 
Becaufe they never think of death, they die. 

'Tis equally man's duty, glory, gain. 
At once to fhun, and meditate, his end; 
When by the bed of languilhment we fit*, 
(The feat of wifdom ! if our choice, not fatc)> 
Oir, o'er our dying friends, in anguifh h^ng, 
Wipe the cold' dew, or ftay the fmking head^/ 
Kumber their moments, and,«in ev'ry clock, . 
Start at the voice of an eternity ;• 
See the dim lamp of life juft feebly lifi 
An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, 
Then fink again, and quiver into death. 
That mod pathetic herald of our own ; 
How read we fuch fad fcenes I As fent to man 
la pcrfefl: vengeance? No-; in pity fent, 
To melt him dcArn, like wax, and then In^^&v 
Indelible,. desLtk's image on bis heart \ 
Bleeding for others, tvembling f ot luxc^b^^ 
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We bleed, ve tremble, we forget, we fmflew 
The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry*; 
Our quick-returning folly cancels all ; 
* As the tide luihing r^es what is writ 
In yielding fands, and fmoophs the lettered fiiore. 

Lorenzo ! hail thou evef weigh'd a iigh ; 
Or ftudy'd the phjlpfophy of te^rs ? 
(A fcience, yet, unleiShir'd in p^r fchools!) 
Hail thou defended dieep in^p the bread, 
And feen their fourcie ? if not, defcend witji me, 
And trace thefe briny rivUets to their fprings. 

Our fun'ral tear^, ^-pm diff'reiiit caufes rife. 
As if from fep'rate ciQ^rns in the foifl, 
Of various kinds^ they flow. From tender he^tsy 
By foft contagion caU'dy fome burfl ^t once^ 
And flrea,?! obfequious to the leading eye. 
Some aik more time^ by curious art cfiiljU'd. 
Some liearts i;i fecret hard, unap^ f 9 QieU* 
Struck by the magic of thi^ public eye. 
Like Mofes' finitt^ fock, guih out a^i^n* 
Some weep to ik^e ^ fame of d^ deiceas'dy 
So higb in merijt, |in4 tp th^ip fb ^ear. 
They dwisll op pr^i&Sy V(^i(ch they tjunk they ihare 
And thus, withom g hl^fh, C0RHn^;i4 then^ie^ve^. 
Some mourn ii> pro,dF, .^at fomething tl^ey cojuld love 
They weep not to rdieye their gnef^ )>ut f}iew. 
Some weep in perGsft jiiftice to x!t^e dead. 
As confcious ail tl^eir loye ^s ifli, ^^'^^^• 
Some mifchieyp^y l^rejep, pot unapprised. 
Tears, fometimes^ tfid |h^ cppqueft of ^ t^ye. 
With what ^A^i^^ the fpft Ep^^uef^tas lix^w 
Their fable netrxyor}: o'f^r ept^gled ^eart^ ? 
As femx tj^yi^ pryjftal, hf^ tfeeu* rpfi^ glfWy 
WiiJe liquid pq^l |c\ii^ tiMiVVM^g ^josR^ii&^.i:^^ 



Caroiifmg gems, herfelf diffiDly'd in love. 
Some weep at death, abftraded from the dead. 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own deceafe. 
By kind conftru6bion forhe are deem'd to T^eep, • 
Becaufe a decent veil conceals their joy. 

Some weep in earned, and yet wieep in rain ; 
As deep m indifcretion, as in woe. , 

Paflion,- blindi paflron ! impotently pours 
Tears, that defefve more tears 5 while reafon fleeps ; 
Or gazes, like an idiot, uilconccrn'd ; 
Nor comprehends the meting of the ftorm ; 
Knows not it fpeaks to her, dnd her alone. 
Irrationals all forrow are beneath, 
That noble ^t ! that privilege of man ! 
From* ifoifow's pang, die birth of endlefs joy. 
But thefe are barren of that birth divine 2 
They weep impetuous, as the lummer-ftorm, 
And full as fhott ! the cruel grief fo6n tam'd. 
They make a paftime 6f the ftinglefs tale ; 
f'ara!s the deep-rrfoUAdittg knefl, they fplSead 
The dreadful itews, and hardly feel it more. 
No'griih of wifdom pays dieni for their T^e. 

Half-routtd the globe, the tears pUmpt up by death 
Are fpent in watering yanrt?es of life ; 
In maklwg folly flourifli ftill more fair. 
When the fick foul, h6r wdti'ted ftay withdrawn^ 
Reclines oA earth, ithd fe'rrows in th6 duft ; 
Inftead of learning, thet^ heir true fupport, 
rhough there throwti (io^ her true fupp^oft to learnj 
VVith^ut heav Vs iSd imipttierit to be bleft. 
She crawls to the ttex't fkrub, or brailhWe vile, 
rhough from the ftately c^dkf^fe ^rtni &e fefl ; 
With ftale, forrfWom einbracfe^, cifegs axte^, 
TTie Aranger weds^ aiM bloflbttis, as bdox^, 



I 



a 10 THB COMPLAINT* 

Prefents her weed, welU&ncy'd, at the ball. 
And raffles for the death's head on the ring^ 

So wept Aurelia, till the deftin'd youth 
Stept in, with his receipt for making fmiles. 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. 
So wept Lorenzo fair ClarifTa's fate ; 
Who gave that angel boy, on whom he doats 5 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his birth ! 
Not fuch, NarcifTa, my diflrefs for tliee, 
I'll make an altar of tby facred tomb. 

To facrifice to wifdom What waft thou ? 

* Young, gay, and fortunate !' Each yields a theme 
I'll dwell on each^ to fhun thought more fevere 5 
(Heaven knows I labour with feverer ftill ! ) 
I'll dwell on each, and quite exhauft thy death. 
A foul without refledion, like a pile 
Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. 

And, firft, thy youth. What fays it to grey hairs.' 
Narcifla, I'm become thy pupil now — - 
Early, bright, tranfient, chafte, as morning dew, 
She fparkled, was exhal'd, and went to heaven. 
Time on this head has fiiow'd; yet ftUl 'tis borne 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover'd with fbame I ipeak it, age fevere 
Old worn out vice fets down for virtue fair j 
With gracelefe gravity, chaftifmg youth. 
That youth challis'd, furpaiUng in a fault. 
Father of aQ, forgetfulnefs of death : 
As if, like objeds prefllng on the figlw;, 
Death'had advanc'd too near us to be feen z 
'Or, that life's loan time tjpen'd into right s 
And men- might plead prefcfiption from tlie grave; 
Deathlefs, from repetition of reprieve. 
J^eathlefs ^ £a.r from it I fucb. axe dead already; 
'CTheir hearts are I>ury'd, ?ca4 ^ -wo^l^^w 550^^. 
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Tell me, fome god ! my guardian angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age 'twixt us and death 
Already at the door I He knocks, we hear him. 
And yet we will not hear. What mail defends 
Our untouched hearts ? what miracle turns off 
The pointed thought, which from a thou£iuid quivers 
Is daily darted, and is daily (himn'd ^ 
We ftand, as in a battle, thrones on throngs 
Around us falling, wounded cm. ourfelves ; 
Tho' bleedbg with our wounds, immortal ftilU 
We fee time's furrows on another's brow. 
And death intrenched, preparing his aflault ; 
How few themfel¥es;, in that juil mirror, fee ! 
Or, feeing, draw their inference as (brong ! 
Their death is certain ; doubtful here z he muft. 
And foon; we may,, within, an age expire. 
Tho' grey our heads, our thoughts and aims are green; 
Like damag'd .docks, whofe hand and bell diilent; 
Folly (ings fix, while nature points at twelve. 

Abfurd longevity ! more, more, it cries : 
More life, more wealth, more traih of ev'ry kind* 
And wherefore mad for more, when relifh fails ! 
•Obje^, and. appetite, muft dub for joy ; 
Shall folly labour hard to m^nd the bow. 
Bauble^, I mean, that ftrike us from without. 
While .nature is relaxing ev'ry firing ? 
Aik thought for joy ; grow rich, and hoard within* 
Think you the foul, when this life's rattle ceafe. 
Has nothing of more manly to fucceedi 
Contra^ the tafte immortal ; learn ev'n now 
To relifh what alone fubfifls hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your jpys for ever. 
Of age the glory is, to wilh to die. 
yViat wilh is prdife .and pcomife y vt a.pf\»xdi& 
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Paft life, and promifes our fUture blifs. 
What weaknefs fee not children in their fires ? 
Grand-clima^erical abfnrdities I , 

Grey-hair'd authority^ to fmXts of youth, 
How fhoeking ! It niakes folly thilce a fool ; 
And our firft childhood might our laA d«fpife« 
Peace and efte^m is all that age cdrft hdpe. 
Nothing but wUdom gives the firft j t^i^e laft. 
Nothing, but the repute 6f bfeing wife. 
Folly bars both ; our itge is qiritfe ti^ndone. 

What folly can be ranfeef ? lAke 6dt Diadowst 
Our wilhes lengthen, as oUf- fiiii decli ji^« 
No wifh Ihould l<>iter, then, IfhtSs ficfe th^ gt9ve. 
'Our hearts (hould leaVe the world, b^fbte Ae ksefl 
Calls for our cArcafe^ to mend ^e foU. 
Enough to live m tempeft, dife in pott ; 
Age mould fly tbiicourfe, cover iti re^^t 
Defe<5ls of judgiheat ; and the iRill's i^fedU^ ; 
Walk thoughtfel on the filent, foknin (here 
Of that vaft oc^n it muft (kil fo foto j 
And put good works oh boaiid ; and ^^ait ^ irad 
That (hortiy bkl\fs us into worlds tlnteio^^nl ; 
If unconfider'd ttro, a drtedfol icehe 1 ' 

All (Kould be prdph^s to themfelii^es ; fctte&e 
Their future fate ; their futui^ fat^ f^etafte j 
This art would wafte th6 blttehiefs 6f d^ath. 
The thought of death Aoriet die fear d^fttoys. 
A difaffe^ofi to tliat pietious theyfight 
Is more tihan midriigiit Ssitknefi •efn the fgul, 
Which fleeps hm^k^ Jt, oh a ifHttf^icfc, 
PuiF'd off by \h^ firft bfeftj and l6ft tei* i^r. 

Doft a(k, Lorehzoj why fo v^fitAj pte&i 
By repetition hathihtt^fl bn dnii^ eari 
The thought of death > "Rvlx.^^^ fethe ifi^hfee 
"he grtatd itechih^ \ Hm. Yx^-m ta %btck ^^ ^ 



' WIGHT THE FIFTHT. IIJ 

nd rears ns into men. That thought ply 'd home 
ill foon reduce the c^haftly precipice 
'er-hanging hell, wiu foften tlie defcent, 
ad gently flope our pafTage to the grave ; 
ow warmly to be wilht ! What heart of flefii 
ould trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes ? 
iwn o'er the fate of infinite ? what hand, 
7ond the blacked brand of cenfure bold, 
i^o fpeak a language too well known to thee) 
ould at a moment give its all to chance, 
nd (lamp the die for an eternity ? 
Aid me, NarciiTa ! aid me to keep pace 
ith deftiny ! and ere her fciffars cut 
y thread of life, to break this tougher thread 
F moral death, that ties me to the world, 
ing thou my flumb'ring reafon to fend forth 
thought of obfervation on the foe ; 
3 fally 5 and furvey the rapid march 
Phis ten'thoufand me^engers to man ; 
ho, Jehu-like, behind him turns them all. 
11 accident apart, by nature fign'd, 
y warrant is gone out, tho' dormant yet ; 
rhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. 
Muft I then forward only look for death ? 
Lckward I turn mine ieye, and find him there, 
an is a felf furvivor ev'ry year, 
ui, like a ftream, is in perpetual flow. 
iSLih*s 2. deftroyer of quotidian prey, 
y youth, my noon-tide, his ; my yefterday ; 
le bold invader fhares the prefent hour, 
ich moment on the former (huts the grave, 
hile man is growing, life is in decreafe ; 
id cradles rock us nearer to the tomb, 
ir birth is nothing but our death be^xix 
tapers waHe, that inftant they Xa\L<& &t«« 
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Shall we then fear, left that (hould come to pa 
Which comes to pafs each moment of our lives ? 
If fear we muft, let tliat death turn us pale, 
Which murders ftrength and ardor ; what remai 
Should rather call «n death, than dread his call. 
Ye part?ners of my fault, and my decline ! 
Thoughtlefs of death, but when your neighbour's \ 
( Rude vifitant I ) knocks hard at your dull fenfe 
And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme in ev'ry place and hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye monumental, fires ! 
A brother tomb to tell you you fhall die. 
That death you dread (fo great is nature's (kill 1 
Know, you fhall court, before you fhall enjoy. 

But you are learn' d ; in volumes, deep you fit 
In wifdom, Shallow : pompous ignorance I 
Would you be flill more learned, than the learn' 
Learn well to know' how much need not be kno\ 
And what that knowledge which impairs your f( 
Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in life's common field ; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaft. 
You fcom what lies before you in the page 
Of nature, and experience, moral truth ; 
Of indiipenfable, etern^ fruit ; 
Fruit, on which mortals feeding, turn to gods : 
And dive in fcience for diftinguiih'd names, 
Difhoneft fomentation of your pride ; 
Sinking in virtue, as you rife in fame. 
Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 
Light, but not heat ; it leaves you undevout^ 
Frozen at heart, while fpeculation fhines. 
Awake, ye curious indagators 1 fond 
Of knowing all, but what avaWs '^wx.^ kivown. 
If you would learn death.'* cha^aQL^xt^x&xA* 
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\11 catt« of conduft, all degrees of health, 
\11 dies of fortune, and all dates of age, 
together (hook in his impartial urn, 
^ome forth at random : or if choice is made, 
rhe choice is quite farcdflic, and mfults 
^U bold conjedlure, and fond hopes of man. 
A^hat countlefs multitudes, not only leave, 
iut deeply difappoint us, by their deaths ! 
Cho' great our forrow, greater our furprize. 

Like other tyrants, death delights to fmite, 
Vhat, fmitten, moft proclaims the pride of power, 
^nd aiibitrary nod. His joy fupreme, 
^o bid the wretch furvive the fortunate ; 
^he feeble wrap th' athletic in his Ihroud ; 
^nd weeping fathers build their childrens tomb; 
le thine, Narctfla i — ^What tho' fhort thy date ? 
'^irtue, not rolling funs, the mind matures. 
Tbat life is long, which anfwers life's gretit end. 
^he time that bears no fruit, deferves no name ; 
'he man of wifdom is the man of years* 
fi hoary youth Methufalems may die .; 
^ how mifdated on their flatt'ring tombs ! 

Narci/Ta's youth has le<aur'd me thus fan 
^Tid can her gaiety give counfel to© ? 
'hat, likie the Jew's fam'd oracle of gems, 
parkles inftrudion ; fuch as throws new light, 
^Tid opens more the charadler of death, 
1 known to iJiee, Loreazjo ! this thy vaunt : 
Give death his due, the wretched, and the old ; 
Elv'n let him fweep his rubbifli to dief grave, 
l^et him not violate kind nature's laws, ^ 

But own man bom to live, as well as die.' 
^retched and old thou giv'ft him ; young and gay 
^^ takes ; and piunder is a tyrant's joy^ 

1 
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What if I prove, * The fartheft from the fear,. 

* Are often neareft to the ftroke of fate V 

All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : 
As if bright embers ihould emit a flame. 
Glad fpirits fparkled from Narcifla*s eye. 
And inade youth younger, and taught life to live. 
As nature's oppofites wage endlefs war. 
For this offence, as treafon to the deep 
Inviolable ftupor of his reign. 
Where luft, and turbulent ambition, fleep. 
Death took fwifc vengeance. As he life detefts. 
More life is (till more odious ; and, reduc'd 
By conqueft, aggrandizes ^lore his pow'r. 
But wherefore aggrandized ? by heaven's decree. 
To plant the (bm on her eternal guard. 
In awful expedtation of our end, 
Thus runs death's dread commifiion : ^ Strike, bntfc 

* As moft alarms the living by the dead.' 
Hence fbatagem delights him, and furprize. 
And cruel fport with man's fecurities. 
Not fimple conqueft, triumph is his aim ; 
And, where lead fear'd, there conqueft triumphs moJ 
This proves my bold affertion iK)t too bold. 

What are his arts to lay our fears afleep ? 
Tiberian arts his purpofes v^rap xip 
In deep diflimulation's darkeft night. 
Like princes unconfefs'd in foreign courts, 
Whp travel under cover, death ^umes 
The name and look of life, and dwells among ns. 
He takes all fhapes that ferve his black defigns : 
Tho' mafter of a wider empire far 
Thaa that, o'er which the Roman eagle flew^ 
JLike NerOy he's a Eddiei, chanoXftet> 
Or drives his phaeton, m ietaaXa ^\3^^\ 
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luite unAifpe^fbed, till, the wheel beneath, 
lis difarray'd oblation he devours. 

He moft affe<fts the forms leaft like himfelf, 
Lis flender felf. Hence burly corpulence 
i his familiar wear, and fleek difguife. 
ehind the rofy bloom he loves to lurk, 
^r ambufh in a fmile ; or wanton dive 
1 dimples deep ; loves eddies, which draw in 
nwary hearts, and fink them in defpair. 
lich, on Narciffa's couch, he loiter'd long K 

nknown ; and, when deteded, ftill was feen / 
o fmile ; fuch peace has innocenc? in death ! '?, 

^oil happy they ! whom leaft his arts deceive. \ 
Txe eye on death, and one full-fix'd on heav'n, \ 
Bcomes a mortal, and immortal man. ^ 

ong on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous fpy, 
ve feen, or dreamt I faw, the tyrant drefs ; 
ay by his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 
ly, mufe, for thou remember'ft, call it back, 
Txd Ihew Lorenzo the furprizing fcene ; 

'twas a dream, his genius can explain. 

*Twas in a circle of the gay 1 ftood. 
&ath would have enter'd ; nature pufht him back ; '\ 
ipported by a Dodlor of renown, 
is point he gain'd. Then artfully difmift 
ie iage ; for death defign'd to be conceal'd. 
& gave an old vivacious ufurer 
ts meagre afpe(ft, and his naked bones ^ 
' ^atitude for plumping up his prey, 

pamper'd fpendthrift ; whofe fantaftic air, 
^11-fafhion'd figure, and cockaded brow, 
^ took in change, and underneath the pride J 

^ coftly linen, tuck'd his filthy fhroud. 1 

t^ crool^ed bow he /liaighten'd to a caxve \ ^ 

x<I hid his deadly {bstfts in Myra's eye. 
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/ The dreadful mafqueradei, tlms equlpt, 
* Out fallies on adventures. Afk you where ? 

^' Where h he not ? for his peculiar haunts, 

\ I^et this fufGce ; fure as night follows, day. 
Death treads In pleafure's footfteps round the 
When pleafur.e treads the paths, whieh reafoB 
When, againft reafon, riot Ihuts the door, 
And gaiety lupplies the place of fenfe, 
Then, foremoft at the banquet, and the bait 
Death lead« tlie dance, or ftamps the deadly ( 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. 
Gaily caroufing to his gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him,. 
As abfent far : and when the revel burns, 
When fear is.banifh'd and triumphant though 
Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Againft t^im turns the key ; and bids him fup 
With their progenitors — He drops his mafk ;: 
Frowns out at full; they ftart, defpair, expire. 
Scarce with more fudden terror and furpriz 
From his black mafque of nitre^ touch'd by fii 
He burfls, expands, roars, blazes, and devouR 
And.is^not this triumphant treachery, 

^ And more than fimple conqueft, in tlie fiend ? 

( And now/ Lorenzo, doft thou wrap thy fou 
In foft fecurity, becaufe unknown 
Which moment is commiffion'd to deflroy I 
In death's uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is death uncertain ? therefore thou be fixt;; 
Fixt as a centinel, all eye, all ear. 
All expe<5bation of the coming foe 
Roufe, ftand in arms„ nor lean agamfl thy fpc 
Lefh i] umber fteal one moment o'er thy foul, 
^nd /ate iwrprize thee tvod^vtv^* "^axs^O^^ 
Thus give each da^ the mefit^ ?csx^ T«arasirj\> 
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Of dying well ; tho* doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let life's period hidden (as from moft) 
Hide too from thee tlie precious ufe of life. 

Early, not fudden, was NarciflU's fate* 
Soon, not fui-prifmg, death his vifit paid.. 
Her thought went forth to meet him on his way, 
Nor gaiety forgot it was to die. 
Tho' fortune too (our third and final theme,) 
As an accomplice^ play'd her gaudy plumes, 
And ev'ry gUtt'ring gewgaw, on her fight. 
To dazde, and debauch it from its mark. ^ 

Death's dreadful advent is the mark of rtian ; 
And ev'ry thought that tniflbs it, is blind. 
Fortune, with youth and gaiety, confpir'd. 
To we^ve a tripple wreath of happinefs: 
(If happinefs on earth) to crown her brow. 
And could death charge thra' fuch a fhining (hield ?' 

That (hlning fliield invites the tyrant's fpear.. 
As if to danjp our elevated aimsy 
And ftrongly preach humility to man.. 
O how portentous Ts profperity ! 
How, comet-like, it threatens, while it fliines T 
Few years: but yield us proof of death's ambition^ 
To cull his vidHms. from the faireft fold. 
And. ffieath his fliafts- in all the pride of life; 
When flooded with abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent honours, bloom'd with ev'ry blifs^ 
Set up in oftentation, mack the gaze. 
The gaudy centre, of the public eye, 
*Wlien foi;tune thus has tofs'd her- child in' air, 
Snate^ from the covert of an humble Hate,. 
How often have I feen him dropt at once. 
Our morning's envy ! aad our evening's figh ! 
As if her bounties were the fignal ^^exvy 
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The flow'ry wreath to mark the facrifice. 
And call death's arrows on the deftin'd prej. 

High fortune feems in cruel league with fate. 
Afk you for what ? to give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuftrious fpoil j 
Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And bums Lorenzo ftill for the fublime 
Of life ? to hang his airy neft on high, 
On the flight timber of the topmoft bough, 
Rockc at each breeze, and menacing a fall f 
Granting grim death at equal diftance there ; 
Yet peace begins juft where ambition ends. 
What makes man wretched ? Happinefs deny*d ? 
Lorenzo f no : 'tis happinefs difdain'd^ 
She comes too meanly dreft to win our fmile ; 
And calls herfelf Content, a homely name I 
Our flame is tranfport, and content our fcom. 
Ambition turns, and ihuts the door againd her^ 
And weds a toil, a tempeft, in her ftead ; 
A temped to warm tranfport near of kin. 
Unknowing what our mortal ftate admits. 
Life's modeft joys we ruin, while we raife ; 
And all our ecilafies are wounds to peace : 
Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fince thy peace is dear» ambitious youth t 
Of fortune fond, as thoughtlefs of thy fate ! 
As late I drew death's pidure, to ftir up 
Thy wholefome fears ; now, drawn in contraft^ fee- 
Gay fortune's, thy vain hopes to leprimand. 
See, high in air, the fportive goddefs hangs^ 
Unlocks her cafket, fpreads her glitt'ring ware» 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad 
Her random bounties o'er the gaping throng. 
'M m/b rapacious ; friends o'et xxoddsa ^vetids ; 
OS o^er their fathers, fub^^^a o'ex \>afcvc Vvcc^^^ 
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Priefts o'er their gods» and lovers o'er the fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden Ihow'r. 

Gold glitters xnofly where virtue ihines.no more ;4 
As flars from abfent funs have leave to fhine* 1 

O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennell'd from die prifons, and the dews. 
Pour in, all op'ning in their idol's praife ! 
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand* 
And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, 
Morfel on morfel fwallow down unchew'd, 
Untafted, thro' mad appetite for more ; 
Gorg'd to the throat, yet lean and rav'nous ftill^ ^ 
Sagacious all, to trace die fmalleft game. 
And bold to feize the greateft. If (bleft chance !) 
Court-zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly. 
O'er juft, o'er facred, all forbidden ground. 
Drunk with the burning fcent of place or pow'^r^ 
Staunch to the foot of lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for men you take them, as I mark 
They: manners, thou their various fates furvey* 
With aim mifmeafur'd, and impetuous fpeed. 
Some darting, ftrike their ardent wiih far ofTf. 
Thro' fury to poflefs it : feme fucceed. 
But flumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From fome, by fudden blafts, 'tis whirl' d away, , 
And Ibdg'd in bofoms that ne'er dream'd of gaiiK • 
Tcr Come it tticks fo clofe, that, when torn oflF, 
Tom is the' man, and mortal is the wound. ^ 

Some, o'er-enamour'd of their bags, run mad. 
Groan under gold, yet weep for want of breadu 
Together fome (unhappy rivals !) feize. 
And rend abundance into poverty ; 
Loud croaks the raven of the law, and fmiles : 
Smiles too the goddefs ; but fmiles m.o& ^\>^Qb:< 
(Juli viaims ci exorbitant defvie \ V 
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Who perifli at th<nr own requeft, and, whehn'^i VVa 

Beneath her load of lavilh grants, expire. tie 

Fortune is famous for her numbers (lain. \xl 

rhe number fmall, which happinefs can bear. /Vl 

rho' various for a while their fates ; at lail C^ 

One curfc involves them all 4 at death's approach, fi: 
All read their riches backward into lofs, {^< 

A.nd mourn in juil proportion to their ft ore. Y\ 

And death's approach (if orthodox my fong) Sc 

Is haften'd by the lure of fortune's fmiies. T 

And art diou ftill a glutton of bright gold ? T* 

And art thou ftill rapacious of thy ruin ? | T 

Death loves a ftiining mark, a fignal blow ; 
A blow, which, while it executes, alarms ; I S 

And ftartles thoufands with a fmgle fall. r ^ 

As when fome ftately growth of oak> or pine, i \ 

Which nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her (hade, | X 
The fun's defiance, and the flocks' defence ; 
By the ftrong ftrokes or lab'ring hinds fubdu'd. 
Loud .groans her laft, and, rufliing from her height, 
In cumb'rous ruin, thunders to the ground ;. I ^ 

The confcious foreft trembles at the fliock. 
And hill, and ,ftream, and diftant dale, refound. 

Thefe high-aim'd darts of death, and thefe alone, 
Should 1 colled, my quiver would be fulL 
A quiver, which, fufpended in mid air^ 
Or near heav'n's archer, in the zodiac, hung, 
(So could it be) ftiould draw the public eye> 
The gaze and contemplation of mankind ! 
A conftellation awful, yet benign. 
To guide the gay thro' life's tempeftuous wave; 
Nor fuflPer them to ftrike the conmion rock, 
* From greater danger to grow more fecure, 

^d^ wrapt in happinefs^ forget their fate.* 

Ljr/knder, happy paft the coiaTa»u\s>V . 
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Was wam'd of danger, bat too gay to fear. 

He woo'd the fair Afpafia : fhe was kind ; 

In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were bleft t. 

All who khew, envy'd ; yet in envy lov'd ; 

Can fancy form more finifti'd happinefs ? 

Fixt Vas the nuptial hour. Her (lately dome 

Rofe on the founding beach. The glittVing fpires. 

Float in the wave, and break againft the fhore : 

So break thofe glitt'ring fhadows, human joys. 

The falthlefs moroingr Snil'd : he takes his leave. 

To re-embrace in ^cftafies, at eve. 

The rifing ftorm forbids. The news arrives i 

Untold, fhe faw it in her fervant's eye. 

She felt it feen (her heart was apt to feel ;) 

And, drown'd, without the furious ocean's aid,, 

In fuffocating forrows, fhares his tomb. 

Now, round the iumptuous bridal monument^ 

The guilty billows innocently roar ; 

And the • ough failor paffing drops a tear. 

A tear ? — Can tears fuffice ? — But not for me. 

How vain our efforts f and our arcs, how vain !* 

The diftant train of thought I took, to fliun. 

Has thrown me on my fate — ^Tliefedy'd together 5-. 

Happy in ruiri ! undivorc'd by death ! 

Or ne'er to meet, x)t ne'er to part, is peace— • 

NarcifTa \ pity bleeds at thought of thee. 

Yet thou waft only near me ; not myfelf. 

Survive myfelf ? — That cures all other woCi. 

Narciffa lives ; Philander is forgot. ^^ 

O the foft commerce ! O the tender ties, / 

Clofe-twifted with the fibres of the- heart ! / 

Which, broken^ break them ; apd dfain off the foul 

Of human joy ; and make it pain to live — 

And is it then to live ? whett toiVv ft\eiv& Y^tv^ 

*TIs the iurvivor dies — My heait \ uo TXiG\ft^ 
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PREFACE. 



ages have been deeper In difpate about reli- 
ui this. The dtfpute about religion, and the 
of it, feldom go together. The ftiorter, rfiere- 
e difpute, the better. I think it may be reduc- 
lis fingle queftion. Is man immortal, or is he 
be is not, all our difputes are mere amufements, 
i of ikill. In this cafe, truth, reafon, religion, 
^ive our difcourfes (uch pomp and folemnity, 
will be ihewh) mere empty founds, without any 
^ in them. But if man is immortal, it will he- 
rn to be very (erious about eternal confequen- 
, in other words, to be truly religious. And 
at fundamental truth, uneflablimed, or una- 
l in the minds of men, is, I conceive, the real 
md fupport of all our infidelity ; how remote 
he particular objections advanced may feeiri to 
I it. 

ble appearances afFe6t mod men much more 
ftradb reafonings ; and we daily fee bodies drop 
us, but the foul is invifible. The power which 
ion has over the judgment, is greater than can 
conceived by thofe that have not had an expe- 
f it ; and of what numbers is it the fad intereft. 
Is fhould not furvive ! The heathen world con^ 
kat they rather hoped, than firmly believed ini- 
ty ; and how many heathens have we ftill 
us ! The facred page affiires us, that life and 
ihty Is hrovLght to fight bjy the ^o^^^-.'^xiX^. 
ly is the go/pel rejected) or ovetVocSKfe^V ^'t^'^ 
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ithefe confideratlons, and from my being, accidentally, 
privy to the fentiments of fome particular perfons, 1 
have been long perfuaded, that moft, if not all, our in- 
fidels (whatever name they tak«,and whatever fcheme, 
for argument's fake, and to keep themfelves in coun- 
tenance, they patronize) are fupported in their deplor- 
able error, by fome doubt of their immortality, at the 
bottom. And I am fatisfied, that men once thoroughly 
convinced of their immortality, are not far from be- 
ing Chriftians. For it is hard to conceive, that a man 
ihUy confcious eternal pain or happinefs will certain- 
ly be his lot, (hould not eameftly, and impartially, in- 
quire after the fureft means of elcaping one, and fe- 
<:uring the other. And of fuch an earned and impar- 
tial mquiry, I well know the confequence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this moft fundamental 
truth, fome plain arguments are oflPered ; arguments 
derived from principles which infidels admit in com- 
mon with believers 5 arguments, which appear to me 
altogedier irrefiftible ; and fuch as, I am fatisfied, will 
have great weight with all, who give themfelves the 
fmall trouble of looking ferioufly into their own bo- 
foms, and of obferving, with any tolerable degree of 
attention, what daily pafFes round about them in the 
world. If fome arguments fhall, here, occur, which 
others have declined, they are fubmitted, with all de- 
i'erence, to better judgments in this, of all points, the 
moft important. For, as to the being of a God, that 
is no longer difptited ; but it is undifputed for this rea- 
fon only ; viz. becaufe where the leaft pretence torea- 
fon is admitted, it muft ever be indifputable. . And, of 
confequence, no man can be betrayed into a dilpute of 
that nature by vanity ; which has a principal (hare in 

imating our modern GombatacoXs ?L^\Xi^ ^xlxer arG- 

• of our belief. 



THE 



COMPLAINT. 



NIGHT THE SIXTH. 
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>HE* (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
>Iot early, like Narcifla, left the fcene ; 
^or fadden, like Philander. What avail ? 
This feeming mitigation but inflames ; 
This fancy'd med'cine heightens the difeafe. 
The longer known, the clofer ftiH fhe grew ; 
\nd eradual parting, is a gradual death. 
Tis the grim tyrant's engine which extorts 
By tardy prefTure's ftill-increafing weight, 
From hardeft hearts, confeffion of diftrefs. 

O the long, dark approach thro' years of pain, 
Death's gall'ry ! (might I dare to call it fo) 
W^ith difmal doubt, and fable terror, hung ; 
Sick hope's pale lamp, its only glimm'ring ray 
There, fate my melancholy walk ordain'd, 
Forbid felf-love itfelf to flatter, there. 
How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad ! 
tiow oft I faw her dead, while yet in fmiles ! . 
[n fmiles fhe funk her grief, to leffen mine. 
She fpoke me comfort, and rncreas'd my pain. 

• Referring to night the YUtVu 



} 



I2S THE COMPLAINT. 

Uke powerful armies trenching at a town, 
By flow, and filent, but refiftlefs fap, 
In his pale progrefs gently gaining ground. 
Death urg'd his deadly fiege ; in fpite of art. 
Of all the balmy bleflings nature lends 
To fuccour frail humanity. Ye ftars ! 
^Not now firft made familiar to my iight) 
And thou, O moon ! bear witnefs ; many a night 
He tore the pillow from beneath my head, 
Ty'd down my fore attention to the (hock, 
By ceafelefs depredations on a life 

/ Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poft 

■. Of obfervation ! darker ev'ry hour! 
. / Lefs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 

/ And pointed at eternity (below ; 
When my foul fhudder'd at futurity ; 

; When, on a moment's point, th' important dye 
Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell, 

{ And tum'd up life ; my title to more woe. 
But why more woe ? more comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifh'd to die ; 
Nothing is dead, but wretchednefs and pain ; 
Nothing is dead, but what incumbered, galFd, 
Block'd up the pafs, and barr'd from real life. 
Where dwells that wifh mod ardent of the wife I 
Too dark the fun to fee it ; higheft flars 
Too' low to reach it ; death, great death alone. 
O'er ftars and fiin, triumphant, lands us there. 
Nor dreadful our transition ; tho* the mind. 
An artift at creating felf-alarms. 
Rich in expedients for inquietude. 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death's portrait true ? the tyrant never fat. 
Our Iketch all random ftroVes, cotv^^^bax^ all ; 

CJoIb {huts the gra^e, nox t%\!^ owt ^vr^^ xii^* 
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)eath and his Image riiing in the branty 
iear faint refenablance 5 never are alike ; 
?'ear (hakes tlie pencil ; fancy lores excei^t 
3ark ignorance is laviih of her fhadea z 
^d thefe the formidable pi<5lurc draw. 

But grant the woril ; 'tis paft : new profpcds rife ; 
Ind drop a veil eternal o'er her tomb, 
•"ar other views our contemplation claim, 
^iews that o*erp^y the rigours of our life ; 
iews that fiifpcnd our agonies in death, 
i^rapt in the thought of immortality, 
i^rapt in the fmgle, the triumphant thought ! 
•ong life might lapfe, age unperceiv'd come on ; 
k-n find the foul unfated with her theme, 
^s nature, proof, importance, fire my fong. 
> that ray fong could emulate my foul • , 
•ike her, immortal. * No I — ^the foul diMains 
^ mark fo mean ; far noblef hope inflames ^ 
r endlefs age's can outweigh an hour, 
*et not the laurel, but the palm^ infpire. 

Thy nature Immortality ! whjf knows ? 
^nd yet who* knows it not ? it is but life 
ci libonger thread of brighter colour fpun» 
Ind fpun for ever ; dipt by cruel fate 
n Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here ! 
Jew Ihort our correfpondence with the fun I 
^nd while it lads, inglorious ! Our he^ deeds, 
low wanting in their weight i our higheil joys 
mall cordials to fisppost ns in our pain, 
Lnd give us ftrengtK to fuffer. But how great 
i'o mingle int'refts, converie, amities, 
V^ith all the fons of reafon, fcatter'd wide 
'hrottgh habitable i^Jace, wherever bom» 
lowe'er endow'd I to live ficee citizex^ 
K 



I 



IJO THl COMPLAIKT, 

Of univerfal nature I to lay hold 

By more than feeble faith on the Supreme ! 

To call heav'n's rich unfathomable mines 

(Mines, which fupport archangels in their Hate) 

Our own ! to rife in fcience, as in blifs. 

Initiate in the fecrets of the ikies 1 

To read creation ; read its mighty plan 

In the bare bofom of the Deity ! 

The plan, and execution, to collate 1 

To fee, before each glance of piercing thought. 

All cloud, all fhadow, blown remote ; and leave 

No myftery — ^but that of love divine. 

Which lifts us on the feraph's flaming wing. 

From earth's Aceldama, diis field of blood. 

Of inward aneuifh, and of outward iU, 

From darlcneS, and from dud, to fuch a fcenet 

Love's element ! true joy's illuRrious home ! 

From earth's fad contrail (now deplor'd) more fairl 

What exquifite viciflitude of fate ! 

Bleft abfolution of our blackeftTiour ! 

Lorenzo, thefe are thoughts that make man manf 
The wife illumine, aggrandize the great. 
How great, (while yet we tread the kindred clod. 
And ev'y moment fear to fmk beneath 
The clod we tread ; foon trodden by ovlt ions) 
Holv great, in the wild whirl of time's purfuits« 
To flop, and paufe, involv'd in high prefage. 
Through t^ long vifto of a thoufand years^ 
To ftand contemplating our diftant felves. 
As in a magnifying mirror feen, 
Enlarg'd, ennobled, elevate, divine I 
To prophefy our own futurities ! 
Togzze in thoueht on what all thought tranfcendst 
To tsdk, with feUow-caxididates,x>£\o^^ 
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As far beyojid conception, as defert, 
Ourfelves th* aftonifli'd talkers, and the tale ! 
Lorenzo, fwells thy bofom at the thought ? 
The fwell becomes thee : 'tis an honeft pridcy 
Revere thy felf; — and yet thyfelf defpife. \ 

His nature no man can o'er-rate ; and none v 
Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed, ^ 
Nor there be modeft, where thou fliouldft be proud ; 

, That almoft liniverfal error fhun. 
How juft our pride, when we behold thofe heights ! 
Not xholk ambition paints in air, but thofe ^ 

■ JReafoh^ points out, and ardent virtue gains ; 

! And angels emulate ; our pride how juft ! 

' When mount we ? when the (hackles caft ? when quit 
This cell of the -creation ? thtsfmallneft, 
^tuck in a comer 6fthe univerfe, 
Wrapt up in fle'ecy cloud, and fine-fpun air ? 
Fine fpun to fenfe ; but groft and feculent 
To fouls celeftial; fouls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrofial gales, and drink a purer fky ; * 
Greatly triumphant on time's farther fliore, 
Where virtue reigns, enrich'd with full arrears ; 
While pomp imperial begs an alms of peace. 
In empire high, or in proud fcience deep. 
Ye bom of earml on what can you confer. 
With half the dignity, with half the gain, 
Th« guft, the glow of rational delight. 
As on this theme, which angels praife and fliare ? 
Man's fates and favours are a theme in heav'n. 

What wretched repetition -cloys us here i 
What periodic potions for the fick ! 
IHftemper'd bodies ! and diftemper'd minds! 
In an eternity, what fcenes ftiall ftrWel 
Jidventures diicken I novelties forprxfeV 
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t ] What webs of wonder fhall unravdi^ diere ] 
What full day pour on all the path^ of heaven^ 
And light tli' Almighty's footfteps ia the de^ ! 
How fhall the bleiTed day of our diicharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate. 
And ftraiten its inextricable maze 1 
If inextingniihable third; i^ man 
I To know i how rich, howr fuHjt, qur banquet thesie I 
\ There, not the moral world alone unfolds j 
<The world material, lately ^iv in ihades„ 
\ And, in thbfe fha4es,, by fragi^ents t^nlj feen. 
And feen. thofe fragments by the laVrin^ ey«, 
^Unbroken, then, illuilrious, a294 e^xit^f 
\ Its ample fphere, its univerfal frame, 
\ In full dimenfions, fwells to th^ fnrvey y 
? And enters, at one gl^^nce^ the ravift'd fight. 
' /From fome fuperior point (where, who can teU ? 
)Su£ice it, 'tis a point where gods refide) 
How (hall the ftranger man's: illumined eye, 
j In the vail ocean of unbounded if>9fie, 
] Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
\ Divide the cryftal wave of ether pure, 
* In endlefs voyage, without port I The leaft 
' Of thefe difleminated orbs, how great 1 
Great as they are, what numbers thefe furpafs. 
Huge, as leviathan, to that fmall race^ 
Thofe twinkling na;altitudes of little Ufe^ 
He {wallows unperceiv'd ! Stupeiidpus thei^ I 
Yet what are thefe (lupendous to U^e whole I 
As particles, a& atoms ill p^cmv'd i^ 
, As circulating globules in our veitt^ ; 
So vaft the jnan : fecundity cHxin^! 
■f Exub'tsmt fource ! pepch^ipvl "ViWocL^ thee flill* 

i/ admiration i» SL foimeo&'^Q^). 
m -- 2/at tranfport hence \ yet the \e2kSt '■«B.>D«as^s«w^ 



What this to that lUuftrious robe He wears, 

Who tols this «Kifs c^ wonders from his hand, 

A fpecimen, an eanieft, of his power ? 

*Tis, to that glory, whence" all glory flows. 

As the; mead's meaneft floweret to the fun. 

Which gave it birth. But what, this fun of h«av*n? 

This blifs fupreme of the itipremely bleft ? 

I>eathi only tieatli, the queftion can refolve. 

By death, cheap-bouglit the ideas of our joy ;. 

The bare ideas ! falid happinefs 

So diftant from its fhadow, chas'd below. 

And chafe we ftill the phantom through the Ere,. 

O'er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? 

And toil we ftill for fublunary pay ? 

Defy the danger* of the field and flood, 

Or, /jpider-like, ipin oyt our precious all,. 

Our more than vitais ipin (if no regard 

To great futurity) in cttrions webs 

Of febtle thcJught, and exqnifite defign ; 

(Fine net-work of the brain ! ) to catch d fly !" 

The momentary buz of vain renown 1 

A name ! a mortal immortality f 

Or (meaner ftill I) inftead of graiyiing air> 
Por fordid lucre plunge we m the mire ? 
Drudge, fweat, through ev^iy feame, for ev'ry gain# 
For vile contaminating trafti ; throw up 
Our hope in heav'n, our dignity with man? 
And deify the dirt, mktnr'd to gold ? 
Ambition, avarice ; the tv^o demons thefe> 
Which goad through et'ry ilough our human herd, . 
Hard-travell'd fixjm the cradle to the grave. 
How tow the wretches ftoop i how fteep they climb ! 
Thefe demons bum iriankmd ; bttt moft poffe& 
Ja^Tenzo^s hoibrtif and turn cmt iii£ flsAev 
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Is it 111 time to hide eternity ? 
And why not in an atom on the (horCr 
To cover ocean ? or a mote, the fun ? 
Glory and wealth ! have they this blinding powei 
What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprize thee ? Be thou then furpriz'd ; 
Thou neither know'ft : their nature leam from m 

Mark well, as foreign as thefe fubjedts feem» 
What clofe connexion ties them to my theme- 
Firft, what is true ambition ? The purfuit 
Of glory, nothing lefs than man can fhare. 
Were they as vain, as gaudy minded^man^ 
As flatulent with fumes of felf-applaufe, 
Their arts and conqueds animals might boaft> 
And claim their laurel crowns as w^U as we ;. 
But not celeftiaL Here we iland alone ;. 
As in our form, diilind, pre-eminent 
If prone in thought, our flature is p?ir fhame ; 
And man ihould blufh, his forehead meets the iki 
The viilble and prefent are for brutes, 
A {lender portion ! and a narrow bound !: 
Thefe reafon, with an energy divine, 
O'erleaps ; and claims the future and unfeen ;. 
The vaft unfeen I the future fathomlefs I 
When the great foul buoys up to this high, pointy 
Leaving grofs nature^s fediments below. 
Then, and then only,. Adam's offspring quits* 
The {:ikge and hero of the fields and woods^i 
Aiferts his rank, and rifes into man*. 
This is ambition, this is human fire» 

Can parts or place (two bold pretenders f) iQsi 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng i 

Genius and art, ambition's boafted wings^ 
I Oar boail hut ill deferye. AfeeUe^j^ji t , 
f JDedtiUsui enginery I .if di^fc ?lo^^ 
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Aflift our flight, fame's flight h glory's fall. 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high^ 
Our height is but the gibbet of our name* 
A celebrated wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a genius bright, and bafe. 
Of tow'ring talents, and teneftrial aims ; " 
Methinks I fee, as thrown from her high fphercy 
The glorious fragments of a foul immortal, 
With rubbiik mix'd, and glitt'ring in the duft* 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy fight, 
At once compaiHon foft, and envy, rife — \ 
But wherefore envy ? talents angels-bright^ } 
If wanting worth, are fhining inilruments / 
In falfe ambition's hand, to finifh faults 
Illuftrious, and give infamy renown. { 

Great ill is an achievement of great pow'rs. 
Plain fenfe but rarely leads us far aftray. { 
Reafon the means, a£Fedions chufe our end ; / 
Means have no merit, if our ends amlfs. ^ 
If wrong our hearts, our heads atre right in vain i 
What is a Pelham's head, to Pelham's heart ? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applaufe. ; 

Right ends, and means, make wifdom t tvorl^y wife 
Is but half-witted, .^t its higheft pralfe. > 

Let genius then defpair to make thee great r 
Nor flatter ftation : /what is ftation hig^ ? 
^Th a proud mendicant ;; it boafts, and begs ; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throngs 
And oft the throng denie^s H*jrhftrity^ 
Monarckn snd minifters, are «wful names; ; 
Whoever wears then^ challenge our devoir*^ 
Religion, public pr4er, both exad): 
External hpnfiagc^fiQA s^rfttpple katee^, 

To beings pon^pjniflyJH »Pf to f^jcye . , 
The mesm^A ibyi&i:a)lnu^ pi;5tt«l6C>A^^ 



13^ THS COMPLAIKT* 

Her facred and invioiable right ; 
Nor ever paid the monajvch, biu the man. 
Our hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior worth j 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. 
Fools, indeed) drop the man in their account^. 
And vote the mantle into majefty. 
Let the fmall favage boaft his filver fur ; 
His royal robe nnborrow'd, and unbought> 
His own, defcending faidy from his fires^ 
Shall man be proud to wear his livery, ^ 

And fouls in ermin fcom a foul without I 
Can place or leffen us, or aggrandize ? 
..Pygmies arc Pygmies ftill, uiough perch'd on Alps ; 
' And pyramids are pyramids in vale^ 
; Eeach man makes his own (lature, builds himfelf ;^ 
, Virtue alone ont-builds the pyramids ; 
' Her monuments fhall laft, when Egypt^s fall. 

Of thefe fure truths doft thou d^aod the caufe I 
The caufe is lodg'd in imnK)rtality. 
Hear, and affent. Thy bofom burns for pow'r ; 
What ftation charms thee ? I'll inftall thee there ; 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before ? 
Then thou before waft ibmething lefs than man. 
Has thy new poft betray'd thee into ptide ? 
That treach'rous pride- betrays thy dignity ; 
That pride de&mes humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which Akffs or ftrmgs can 4a^» 
That pride, lile hooded hawks, in ^d^knefs ibars. 
From 4>Kndnefs bold, and tow'ring to the ikies. 
'Tis born of igfnorance, which lcn6¥% not mjHH i 
An angel^l feednd'^; Wr his fecoild, lon^. 
A Nero quitting hi& imperial throne. 
And courting ^otfflpotniht tinkling ftring> 
Bat faintly ihz(^n%^3!ti\rtiltMsiK^ 

r 
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If nobler motives minifter no cure, 
Ev'n vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High wortli is elevated place : 'tis morej 
It makes the poft ftand candidate for thee ; 
Makes more dian monarchs, mak>efi an honeft man f 
Though no exchequer k commands, %s wealtli ; 
And though it wesurs no ribband, 'tis renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit dii?e, though difgrac'^ 
Nor leave thee pendent on a maker's fai^. 
Other ambition nature interdi^s ; 
Nature proclaims it moft abfurd in man^ 
By pointing at his origin, and end ; 
Milk, and a fwathe, at firft, hts whole demand ;. 
His whole domain, at laft, a turf or ftone ; 
To whom, between, a world may feem too fmalL 

Souls truly great dart forward on the wing 
Of juft ambition, to the grand r^ult, 
The curtain's fall ; there, fee the bu(km'd chief 
Unfhod behind this momentary fcene ; 
Reduc'd to his own ftature, low or high. 
As vice, or virtue, (inks him, or iublimes; 
And liaugh at this fAntaftic mummery, 
This ani»c prelude of grotefque events^ 
Where dwarfs are often (lilted, and betray ^ 

A littlenefs of foul by woiids o'er-run, 
And nations laid In blood. Dread facri^ce , 
To Chriftian pride ! vflnch had with horror (bockt 
The darkeft Pagans, offered to their gods. 

O thou moft Chriftian enemy to peace f 
Again in arms f again provoking fate f 
That prince, and that alone, is truly great, 
Who draws die fword relevant, gladly (heaths ; 
On empire builds what empire far outweighs. 
And niakes his ttsrone « feaffoUL to ^ ii»ft«« 
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Why this fo rare ? becaufe forgot of aU 
The day of death ; that venerable day, 
Which fits as judge ; that day, which fhall pronov 
On all our days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never (hut thy thought againft k 
Be levees ne'er fo full, afford it room, 
And give it audience in the cabinet. 
That friend confulted, flatteries apart. 
Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean. 
To doat on aught may leave us, or be left. 
Is that ambition ? th^i let fiames defcend, 
Point to the centre their inverted fpires, 
And learn humiliation from a fool. 
Which boafts her lineage from celeftial fire. 
Yet thefe are they, the world pronounces wiie ; 
The world, which cancels nature's right and wr< 
And cafts new wifdom : ev'n the grave man leni 
His folema face, to countenance the coin. 
Wifdom for parts is madnefs for the whole. 
This flamps the paradox, and gives us leave 
To call the wifeft weak, the richefl poor. 
The moil ambitious, unambitious, mean ; 
In triumph, mean ; and ab]e<5t, on a throne* 

^Nothing can make it lefs than mad in man» 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art. 
And give his foul her full unbounded flight* 
But re^hing him, who gave her wings to fiy. 

/ When blind ambition quite miftakes her road. 
And downward pores, for that which fhines abot 
Subftantial happinefs, and true renown ; 
Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook. 
We leap at AaxSf and faflen in the mud ; 
At glory grafp, and fink in infamy. 
Ambition! ppw^rftA ib\«f<;e ^i ^;c»4,^d ill ! 

Tbjr Xrength in man, Wlte \^fi^x^ ci yvxis. \xi^\x^ 
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Tien difengag'd from earth, wifix greater cafe^ 
nd fwifter flight, tranfports us to the fkies ;. 
jT toys entangled, or in guilt bemir'd, 
turns a curie ; it is our chain, and fcourgCi^ 
1 this dark dungeon, where confin'd we lie,^ 
lofe-grated by the fordid bars of fenfc ; 
.11 profped of eternity (hut out ; 
nd, but for execution, ne'er fet free. 
Wich error in ambition juftly charged, 
ind we Lorenzo wifer in his wealth ? 
Hiat if thy rental I reform ? and draw 
.n inventory new to fet thee right ? 
Hiere, thy true treafure ? Gold fays, * not in me :^ 
nd, * not in me,' the di'mond. Gold is poor ^ 
idia's infolvent : feek it in thyfelf^ 
iek in thy naked felf, and find it there ^ 
1 being fo defcended, form'd, endow'd j 
cy-bom, fky-guided, fky-retuming race t 
redl, immortal, rational, divine ! 
I fenies, which inherit earth, and heav'ns ;: 
njoy the various riches, nature yields ; 
ir nobler ; give the riches they enjoy, 
ive tafte to fruits, and harmony to groves ; 
beir radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright Bret 
ake in, at once,^the landfcape of the worlds' 
t a fmall inlet, which a gram might clofe, 
nd half create the wond'rous world they fee*, 
iir fenies, as our teaibn, are divine. 
It for the mag^e organ's pow'rfiil charm,, 
irth were a rude, uncolour'd chaos flilL 
bje^s are but th' oecafion ; ours th' exploit ^ 
irs is the cloth, the pencil^ and the paint» 
hich nature's admirable pidhire draws ^ 
nd beautifies creation's ample dome, 
be Milton's Eyf, yt}yax gazuag Q^a xhe^aSub^ 
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Man makes the matchleis image, man admires; 
Say then, fhs^l man, his thoughtis sdl lent alMroad^ 

* Superior woncters in himfelf rorgot, 
His admiration trafte on objeds round. 
When hear'n makes kkn the fool of all he iees ? 
Abfurd! not rare ! fo greats fo mean, is man. 

What wealth in fenfes fuck as thefe I what wea 
In fancy, fir'd to form a fairer fcene 
Than fenfe furveys ! in memory's firip recorcH 
Which, ihould it perifh, could this world recall 
From the dark fliadows of overwhelming years I 
In colours frefh, originally bright 
Prcferves its portrait, and report its fate ! 
What wealth in intelled, that fov'reign pow'r f 
Which fenfe, and fancy, iummons to the bar ;. 
Interrogates, approipes, or reprehends ; 
And from the inaTs thofe underlings import. 
From their materials fifted, and r^n'd, 
And in truth's balance, accurately weigh'd, 
Forms art, and fcience, government, and law ; 
The folid bails, and the beauteous frame^ 
The vitals, and tfee grace of civil life ! 
And manners (fad exception ! ) iet a^dey 
Strikes out, With ltia#er hand, a copy fair 
Of his idea, Whofe indulgent thought. 
Long, long, ete chaos teem'd, plann'd human bfifi* 
What wealtJi in fouls that ibai*, dire, tange area&d) 
Difdaining limits or from place, or tttne i 
And hear at once>* in thought ejrt^nftve, he^ 
The almighty ^^, and the trnmpet's feuiid I 
Bold, on creation's outfide walk, and view 
What was, and i§, and more than e'er duOfl he | 
Commanding, wkh dipntpotence of thought^ 
Creadon's new \tk i^i^cft fe\A xxi ^Ct\ 

Souls, tkac ^an gWCjJ ^V«)BE?tt \ke liS««^^iM^ 
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And wander wil4 thro' thiags impoffible! 
"What wealth, in faculties of endkfe growth, 
Xn quenchlefs pafl^as violent to crave* 
In liberty to chufe, in pow'r to reachi 
-And in duration (how thy riches rife ! ) 
3)uration to perpetuate — bou^dlefs blifs ! 

Afk yoe, what pow'r refides in feeble mzSi 
That blifs; to gain ? Is virtue's, then, unknown ? 
Virtuej our prefent peace, our future prize* 
Man's unprecarious, natural eftate, 
Improveable at wUl, in virtue lies ; 
Its tenure fure ; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap ! for what^ 
To breed new want's, and beggar us the more ; 
Then, make a richer fcrambk tbr the throng f 
Soon as this feeble pulfe, which leapp fb long 
Almoft by miracle, is tir'd with play, 
Like rubbilh from difploding engines thrown. 
Our maga^inies of hoarded trifles fly; 
Fly diverfe ;. fiy to foreigaers, to foes ; 
New mafters coiurt, and call the former fool 
(How juftly !) for dependence on their flay. 
Wide fcatter, firft, our play-tiiings ; then, our daft* 

Dofl: court abundance foi the fake of peace ? 
Xeam, and lament thy felf-defeated fcheme : 
Riches enable to be richer fliill ;; 
And, richer Mi% ^hat mortal can refifl; ? 
Thus wealth (a, tfnu^l tafk-mafteir ! ) enjoins 
New toils^ fiicceeding: toils, an eodlefs train ! 
And murders peaee, whichi ta/oght it Slt& to flune« 
The poor are half aa wretched, as the rich ; 
Whofe proud aad paiBfiil privilege; it is, 
At once, tQ> bear a double toadl of woe i 
Tct fsel the- Sing? o£ envy,, artd of Yjai^"^ 
Outrageous want ! both Indies catffvoX. cxwc^* 
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A competence is vital to content. 
Much wealth is corpulence, if not difeafe-j 
^Sick, or incumbered, is our happinefs. 
A competence is all we can enjoy. 
;0 be content, where hear'n <:an give no inorel 
• More, like a flafti of water from a lock, 
X^nickensour fpirit's marements for an hour:; 
But foon its force is fpent, nor rife our joys 
Above our native temper's common ftream. 
Hence difappointment lurics in ev*ry pri«e, 
As bees in flow'rs ; and ftings us with fuccefs. 

The rich man^ who denies it, proudly feigns^ 
Nor knows the wife are privy to the lie. 
Much learning (hews kow little mortals know; 
Much wealth, how little worldlings can enjay^ 
At beft, it babies us with endlefs toys. 
And keeps us cliildren till we drop to duft. 
As monkeys at a mirror fland amaz'd. 
They fail to find, what they fo plainly fee;; 
Thus men, in fliining riches, fee the face 
Of happinefs, nor know it is a (hade ; 
But gaze, and touchi and peep, and peerp again ^ 
And wifh, and wonder it is ab^t ftill. 

How few can refcue opulence from want ! 
'Who lives to nature, rarely tan be poor ; 
Who lives to fancy, never can be rich. 
Poor is the man in debt ^ the man of gold, 
In debt to fortune, trembles at her pow'r. 
^he man of reafon fmiles at her, and death. 
O what a patrimony this I a being 
'Of fuch inherent ftrength and majefty. 
Not worlds pofTeft can raife it ; worlds deftroy'd 
Cstn^t injure ) which holds on its glorious courfe, 
When tbinef O nature \ cads \ xooVJVfift.xa«tf3NK 
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;!reation*s obfequies. What treafure, this 1 
The monarch is a beggar to the man. 

Immortal ! ages paft* yet nothing gone 1 
Aom withput eve ! a race without a goall 
Jnfhorten'd by progreffion infinite I 
futurity for ever future 1 life 
^ginning (lilly ^ere computation ends 1 
Tis the defcriptioh of a Deity ! 
Tis the defcripticHi of the meaneft flave : 
The meaneft flave dares then Lorenzo fcom ? 
The meaneft flave thy fov'reigri glory fhares. 
?rond youth ! faftidious of the lower world ! 
Vlan's lawful pride includes humility ; 
>toops to the loweft ; is too great to find 
[nferiors; all immortal! brothers all! 
Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortal ! what can ftrike the fenfe £0 ftrong* 
\s this the foul ? It thunders to the thought ; 
Reafon amazes V gratitude overwhelms ; 
^o more we flumber on the brink of fate ; 
Rous'd at the found, th* exulting foul afcends, 
A.nd breathes her native air 4 an air that feeds 
^mbitidns high, and fans etherial fires ; 
S^uick-kindles all that is divine within us ^ 
Sfor leaves one loit'rmg thought beneath the ftars. 

Has not Lorenzo's bofom caught the Hame 
[mmortal ! were bttt otie immortal, how 
ATould others envy i how would thrones adore ! 
^caufe 'tis common, is the blefiing loft ? 
riow this ties up the bounteous hand of Heav'n 
3 vain, vain, vain ! all elfe ! eternity ! 
\ glorious, and a needful refuge, that, 
J'rom vile imprifonment, in abjedk views. 
Tis immortaUtYf ^tis that alone, 
Imid life's pains, abafements> em^^xiek> 
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The foul can comfort, elevate^ and filL 
That only, and that an^ply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above life'^ |vains, her joys above ; 
Their terror ihofe ; and thefe their lullre lo& ; 
Eternity depending cavers all ; 
Eternity depending all achieves ; 
Sets earth at dil%ai>€e ; cafts her iata fhadcs; 
Blends her diftinfiion i abrogates her pow'rs ^ 
The low, tho lofty, joyous, and fevcre. 
Fortune's dread frowns, and fafcinating fmiks^ 
Make one promifcuous and negle£^ed bsap. 
The man beneath ; if I may call him man^ 
Whom immortality's^ full force infpircs*. 
Nothing terreftrial touches^ his high thought ; 
4Suns fhine unfeen, and thunders roll unheard^ 
By minds quite confcious of their high defcent* 
Their pr^feat province, and their future prke ; 
DivFnely darting upward ev'ry wiih, 
Warm on thewiag, m gloripus ab/en^e loft. 

Doubt you this ^natb I why lahi^urs your belief? 
If earth's whole orb, by £ome du^-diftanc'd eye 
Were feen at pnce^ her tow'ring Alp» would &dr, 
And level'd Atla£f leave an even fphere. 
Thus earth, and all that earthly minds admire. 
Is fwallow'd in eternity's va-ft ro^nd. 
To that ilupendou^ view, when fouls awake» 
So large of la^De, fo mountainous to man*' 
Time's toyS' f\f^idej and equsd all beloi^ 

Enthufiaftic, this ? then all are weak,. 
But rank enchufiafts*. To this godlike height 
Some fouls have iba^ 'd ;^ or martyrs ne'er had Ued. 
And aH may de% what has by man been doB«. 
Who, beaten by thefe fublunary ftorms, 
JBoundlefs, interminaWfty )f^^ ^^^^ ^^>^\ 
Unruptured unej6aked» \]^Vf^&a3CBi^ ^^ \ 
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What flare unbleft, who from to-morrow's dawn 

Expeds an empire ? he forgets his chain^ 

Andy thronM in thought^ his abfent iceptre waves. 

And what a fceptre waits us ! what a throne ! 
Her own immenfe appointments' to compute. 
Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 
In this her dark minority, how toils. 
How vainly pants, tlie human foul divine ! 
Too great the bounty feems for earthly joy : 
What heart but trembles at fo ftrange a blifs ? 

In fpite of all the truths the mufe has fung. 
Ne'er to be pris'd enough ? enough revolv'd ! 
Are there who wrap the world fo clofe about them, 
They fee no farther than the clouds ; and dance 
On heedlefs vanity's phantaflic toe. 
Till, tumbling at a ftraw, in their career, 
Headlongthey plunge, where end both danceand fong i 
Are there Lorenzo ? is it pofiible ? 
Are there on earth (let me not call them men) 
Who lodge a foul immortal in their breafts ; 
Unconfcious as the mountain of its ore ; 
Or rock, of its ineftimable gem ? 
When rocks (hall melt, and mountains vanifii, theie 
Shall know their treafure ; treafure, then, no 'more. 

Are there (fHll more amazing) who refill: 
The rlfittg thought I who fmother in its birth. 
The glorious truth ? who ftruggle to be brutes i 
Who thro* this bofom-barrier burft their way? 
And with reverft ambition, ftrive to fink : 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppoTmg powers 
Of inftin^, reafon, and the world agsunft them. 
To difmal hopes, and {belter in the (kodt 
Of endlefs night ? night darker than the ^ax^^l 
Who Bght the pwaa of unmoTta]&t^ \ 
WJtb Jio2;2id\zealf and exeorabU «K^ 

Is 
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Work all their engines, level their black fires. 
To blot from man this attribute divine, 
(Than vital blood far dearer to the wife) 
Blafphemers, and rank atheifts to themfelvesf 

To contradict themt fee all nature rife ! 
What objeft, what event, the moon beneath. 
But argues, or endears, an after-fcene ? 
To re^on proves, or weds it to defire ? 
All things proclatm it needful ; fome advance . 
One precious ftep beyond, and prove it fure. 
A thoufand arguments fwarm round my pen. 
From heav'n, and earth, and man. Induce a &i 
By nature, as her common habit, worn 4 
So preffing providence a truth to teach. 
Which truth untaught, all other truths were vain, 

Thou ! whofe all-providential eye furveys, 
Whofe hand direSs, whofe fpirit fills and warms 
Creation, and holds empire far beyond i 
Etemity*s inhabitant auguft! 
Of two eternities amazing Lord ! 
One paft, ere man's or angel's had begun % 
Aid ! while I refcue from the foe's afiault, 
Tihy glorious immortality in man: 
A theme for ever, and for all, of weight. 
Of moment infinite ! but relifh'd moft 
By thofe who love thee moft, who moft adore. 

Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 
Of thee the great immutable, to inan 
Speaks wifdom ; is his oracle fupreme ; 
And he who moft confults her is moft wife. 
Lorenzo, to this heav'nly Delphos hafte ; 
And come back all immortal ; all divine : 
Lbo^ nature through, 'tis revolution all ^ 
All change, no death. liay icJ^-^i^m^v^ ^sidtL 
TMe dying day ; ibaa:» rVfe» ^B&i«i« «eA t& % 
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Eartl^ takes th* example. See, the fuimner gay, 
With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flowers, 
Droops into pallid autumn: winter grey, 
Horrid with froft, and turbulent with ftorm, 
Blows autumn, and. his golden fruits, away:: 
Then melts into the fpring : foft fpriug, with breath 
JFavonian, from warm chambers of the fouth^ 
Recalls the firft. All, to re-flourifh, fades. 
As in. a wheel, all finks to re-afcend. 
Emblems of man, who pafles, not expires. 

With this minute diftindion, emblems juft, 
Nature revolves, but man advances ; both 
Eternal, that a circle, this a line. 

* That gravitates, this fbars. Th' afpiring foul 
Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, afcends ^ , 
Zeal, and humility, her wings to hcav'n. 
The world of matter, with its various forms. 
All .dies into new life. Life bom from death 
Rolls the vaft mafs, and ihall fbr ever roll. 
No fingle atom, once in being, loft, 

With change of council charges the Moft High, 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it be ? 
Matter immortal ? and fliall fpirit die ? 
Above the nobler, fhall lefs noble rife ? 
■Shall man alone, for whom all elfe revive^ 

• No ref(iwe;/6lion know ?- fhall m^n alone. 
Imperial man ? be fown in barren ground, 
Lefs privileged than grain, on which he fbedsi 
IsTOan, in whom alone is pow'r.to prize 
The blifs of being, or -with previous pain 
Deplore its period, fcy the fpleen of fate. 
Severely doom'd death's fingle unr.edeem'«l ? 

If nature's revolution fpeaks aloud, ' 
In h^r grzdatioiif hear her louder &!\YL, 
JLooJc nature tfiro^j 'tis near gjcaiauoaiJu 
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By what minute degrees her fcale afcends ? 
Each middle nature joined at each extreme^ 
To that above it join'd^ to that beneath. 
Farts, into parts reciprocally (hot, 
Abhor divorce : what love of union reigns ? 
Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; 
Half-life, half-death, join there ; here, life and fenfe , 
There, fenfe from reafon deals a glimm'ring ray ; 
Reafbn fhines out in man. But how preferv'd 
The chain unbroken upward, to the lealms 
Of incorporeal life ? thofe realms of blifs» 
Where death has no dominion ? Grant a make 
Half-mortal, half-immortal ; earthly, part ; 
And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man 
Eternal ; or in man the feries ends. 
Wide yawns the gap : connexion is no more ; 
Checkt reafon halts ; her next ftep wants fupport ; 
Striving to climb, fhe tumbles from her fcheme ; 
A fcheme, analogy pronounced fo true ; 
Analogy, man's furefl: guide below. 

Thus far, all nature calls on thy belief. 
And will Lorenzo, carelefs of the call^ 
Falfe atteftation on all nature charge, 
Rathef than violate his league with death ? 
Renounce his reafon, rather than renounce 
The dufl: belov'd, and run the riik of heav'n? 
O what indignity to deathlefs fouls ! 
What treafon to the majefty of man I 
Of man immortall hear the lofty ftyle« 
* If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
^ Let earth (fiffolve, yon ponderous orbs dektni, 
^ And grind us into daft : the foul is fafe ; 
' The man emerges $ mounts above iLbe wreck 
^As towering flame from tes0L\»^% i«c?^^^^\ 
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charter, his inviolable rights, 
il-pleas'd to learn from thunder's impotence, 
Lth's pointlefs darts, and hell's defeated ftorms.* 
t thefe chimeras touch not thee, Lorenzo ! 
§;lories of the world, thy fev'nfold fhield. 
' ambition than of crowns in air, 
fuperlunary felicities, 
bofom warm. PU cool it, if I can ; 
turn thofe glories that inchant, again ft thee* 
t ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. 
fe, the caufe that wounds thee is thy cure, 
me, my ambitious ! let us mount together I 
mount Lorenzo never can refufe ! ) 
from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell, 
: down on earth. — ^What feeft thou ? Wond'ious 
sftrial wonders, that eclipfe the fkies. [things ! 
t lengths of laboured lands ! what loaded feas? 
:ed by man, for pleafure, wealth, or war I 
winds, and planets, into fervice brought, 
irt acknowledge, and promote his ends. 
:an th' eternal rocks his will withtland ; 
t levelled mountains ! and what lifted vales t 
vales and mountains fumptuous cities fwell, 
gild our landfcape with their glitt'ring fpires. 
i 'mid the wondering waves majeftic rife f 
Neptune holds a mirror to their charms, 
rreater ftill (what cannot mortal might ?) 
wide dominions ravifh'd from, the deep I 
narrow'd deep with indignation foams. 
mthward turn ; to delicate, and grand* 
finer arts there ripen m the fun. 
the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
nd the fkies ! the proud triumphal arch J 

rs us half-heav'n beneath its ampVe \ietA. 1 

thro' mid air, here* ftrcams «e u^:^^^^^'^ 
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Whole rivers, there, laid by in bafons, fleep. 
Sere, plains turn oceans ? there, vaft oceans join 
Thro' kingdoms channelPd deep from (hore to fhore ; 
And chang'd creation takes its face from man. 
B^ats thy brave breaft for formidable fcenes, 
Where fame and empirCLwait upon the fword ? 
See fidds in blood ; hear naval thunders rife ; 
Britannia's voice I that awe's the world to peace. 
How yon enormous mole projefting breaks 
The mid-fea, furious waves ! their roar amidfl^ 
Out-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, * O main !- 
* Thus far, not farther ; new reftraints obey.' 
Earth's difembowel'd ! meafur'd are the fkies^l 
Stars are detected in their deep recefa ! 
Creation widens I vanquiih'd nature yields ! 
Her fecrets are extorted J art prevails ; 
What monument of genius, fpirit, power ! 

And now, Lorenzo ! raptur'd at this fcene,. . 
Whofe glories render heaven fuperfluoQ:j ! fay^i f 
Whofe footfteps thefe ? — Immortals fey©, been Here;. 
Could lefs than fouls immortal this have done ? 
Earth's cover'd o'er with proofs of fouls immortal ^: 
And proofs of immortality forgot. 

To flatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are arfibitiott's works : and thefe are great :* 
But this, the lead immortal fouls can do ; 
Tranfcend them all — But what can thefe tranfcend? 
Doft afk me, what ? — One figh for the diflreft.. rr 
What then for infidek ? A deeper figh. 
'Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man r 
How httle they, who think aught great belew I: 
All our ambitions death defeats, but one '^ 
r And that it crowns.— Here ceaie we : but, ere long^ 
More powerful proof ibaW. taVie xi^e ^<^\^ /a^^xvfi. thec» 

.^^cw^ei} than deadi, wdin^i^fc.^'^^^^^'^ ^ 
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PREFACE. 



As we are at war with the pdwer, it were well If 

we were at war with the manners of France. A land 
of levity, is a latid of guilt. A ferious mind is the 
native foil of every Virtue ; and the fingle charadler , 
that does true honour to mankind. The foul's im- 
mortality has is^ the favourite theme with the feri- 
ous of all ages. Nor is it ftrange ; it is a fubjedl by 
far the xnod intefefling, and important, that can en- 
ter the mind of man. Of highefl moment this fub- 
jed always was, and always will be. Yet this its 
higheft moment feems to admit of increaie, at this 
day 5 a fort of occafional importance is fuperadded to 
the natural weight of it ; if that opinion which is ad- 
vanced in the preface to the preceding night, be juft. 
It is there fuppofed, that all our inndek, whatever 
fcheme, for argument's lake, and to keep themfelv^s 
in countenance, they patronize, are betray'd into dieir 
deplorable error, by fome doubt of their immortality, 
at the bottom. And the more I confider this point, 
the more I am perfuaded of the truth of that opinion. 
Though the diftruft of a futurity is a ftrange error ; 
yet is it an error into which bad men may naturally 
be diftrefled. For it is impo£ible to bid defiance to 
final ruin, without fome refuge in imagination, fome 
prefumption of efcape. And what prefumption is 
there ? There are but two in nature ; but two, with- 
in the compafs of human thought. And thefe are^ 
That ejther God will not, ox can not ^nnvflv^ Cou- 
(idering tfie divine attributes, iik^ &&. \^ x»q ^^^ws^ 
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digefted bj our (Irongeft wifhes. And fince om- 
potence is as ^nuch a divine attribute as holinefs, 
at God cannot punifh, is as abfurd a fuppofition, as 
e former. God certainly can punifb, as long as 
Icked men exift. In non-exiftence, therefore, is their 
ily refuge ; and, confequently, non-exiflence is their 
•ongeft wifh. Ajid ftrong wifhes have a ftrange in* 
lence on our opinions ; they bias the judgnsent, in 
manner, almoft incredible. And/mce on this mem* 
fr of their alternative, there are fome very fxnall ap- 
^arances in their favour, and none at all on the oth- 
, they catch at this reed, they lay hold on this cht* 
era, to fave tliemfelves from the (hock, and horror, 

an immediate, andabfolute defpair. 

On reviewing my fubjed, by the light which this 
gument, and others of like tendency, threw upon it. 
Was more inclined than ever to purfue it, as it ap- 
ared to me to flrike diredly at the main root of all 
r infidelity. In the following pages, it is, accord* 
^ly, purfued at large ; and fome arguments for iro» 
3rtality, new (at lead to me,) are ventured on in 
sm. There alfo the writer has made an attempt 
fet the grofs abfurdities and horrors of annihilation 
a fuller and more afPeding view, than is (I think) 
be met with elfewhere. 

The gentlemen, for whofe fake this attempt was 
lefly made, profefs great admiration for the wifdom 
heathen antiquity : what pity 'tis they are not fin- 
*e ! if they were fmcere, how would it mortify them 

confider, with what contempt, and abhorrence^ 
?ir notions would have been received, by tliofe whom 
ij fo much admire ? what degree of contempt, and 
horrence, would fall to their fhare, may be con'^ec- 
ed by the following matter of fa€t l^mxcq o^vKvcsy^^ 
remeJx memorable* Of all theixl^^^xIfckWk^^tOsx^^* 
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Socrates ('tis well. known) was the mofLguarded; dlT- 
pafEonate, and compoiied ; yet this . great mader d 
temper was angry ; and angry at his lafl hour ; and 
angry with his friend ; and angry for what deferved 
acknowledgment, angry, for a right and tender io* 
ftance of true friendihip towards him. Is not this 
(iirprifing ? what could be the caufe ? The caufe was 
for his honour ; it was a truly noble, though, perhaps, 
a too pundtilious, regard for immortality : for his 
friend aiking him, witn fuch an a£Fedionate concern 
as became a friend, * Where he fhould depofite his 
remains ?' It was refented by Socrates, as implying a 
^iflionourable fuppofition that he could be fo mean, 
as to have regard for any thing, even in himfelf, that 
was pot immortal. 

. This fa$ well confidered, would make our infidels 
withdraw their admiration from Socrates \ or make 
|hem endeavour, by their imitation of this illuftrious' 
example, to fhare his glor/: and confequently, it 
would incline them to perufe the following pages with 
f:andor and impartiality : which is all I dedre ; and 
that, for their fakes : for I am perfuaded, that an un- 1 
prejudiced infidel muft, neceffarily, receive fome ad- j 
vantageous impreffions from them. 

r July 7th, 174,4.. 
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'■*! I ■ - I ■ . 

1 E AVN gives the needful, but neglefled, calli* 

^hat day, what hour, but knocks at human heartV 
wake the foul to fenfe of future fcenes I 
eaths (land, like Mereurys, in ev'ry way ;, 
nd kindly poinc us to our journey's end. 
»p6, who couldfl make Immortals ! art thou d^ad ?? 
^ive thee joy : nor will L take my leave ; 
foon to follow. Man but dives in death f 
ves from the fun, in fairer day to rife ; 
le grave, his fubt«nanean road to blifs. 
s, infinite indulgence plann'd- it fo ;. 
ixc/ various parts our glorious ftory runs ;: 
me gives the preface, endlefs age unrolls 
le volume (ne'er unroll'd) of human fate*^ 
This, earth and fkies* air eady have proclaim'di. 
i« worlds a prophecy of worlds to come ; 
:\d who, what God foretells (who fpeaks in things>^ 
ill louder than in words) (hall dare deny ? 
nature's arguments appear too weak, 
^m a new leaf, and ftrotiger read in>man*» 

.*? Night thc.3ixrtv V . . . * 
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'If man deeps on, untaught by \^hat he fees. 
Can he prove infidel to what he feels ? 
He, whofe blind thought futuriiy denies, 
Unconfcious bears, Bellerophon ! like thee, 
His own indidment ; he condemns himfelf ; 
Who reads his bofom, reads imnoortal life ; 
Or, nature, there, iropoting on her fons. 
Has written fables ; man was made a lie* 

Why difcontent for ever harbour'd there ? 
Incurable confumption of our peace ! 
Refolve me, why, the cottager, and king, 
He whom fea-fever'd realms obey, and he 
Who deals his whole dominion from the waftcy 
RepeUing winter blafts with mud and fbaw, ' 
Dilquieted alike, draw figh for figh. 
In fate fo 4ift»nt, in complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that things terreftrial can't content h 
Deep in rich paflure, will thy flocks complain I 
Not fo ; but to their mailer is deny'd 
To (hare their fweet ferene. Man, ill at eafe. 
In this, not -his own place, this foreign field, 
Where nature fodders him with oth«r food, 
Than was ordain'd his cravings io fuffice, 
Poor in abundance, famifh'd at a fead. 
Sighs on for fomething more, when mod enjoy'c 
Is heav'n then kinder to thy flocks than thee i 
Not fo ; thy pafture richer, but remote $ 
In part, remote ; for that remoter part 
Man bleats from inftindk, tho', perhaps, debaucl] 
By fenfe, his reafon Heeps, nor dreams the caufe 
The caufe how obvious« when his reafon wakes! 
His grief is but his grandeur in difguife ; 
And difcontent is immortality. 
Shall /cms of ether, fti^iXV \3t\e \Jtoci^ c^^ ^«aM't^ 
Set up their hopes on twcOci^ «sA ^■aJc^fc\w«^> 
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th brutal acquiefcence in the mire ? 
renzo ! no ! thej ihall be nobly paiti'd ; 
c glorious foreigners, diftrefl, fliall figh 

thrones ; and thou congratulate the (igh i 
.n's miiery declares him bom for blifs ; 
s anxious heart a/Terts the truth I iing« 
d gives the fceptic in his head the lie. 
Dur heads, our hearts, our pafGons^^and our powetait 
^ak the fame language ; call us to the ikies i 
ripen'd thefe, in this inclement clime, 
irce rife above conjedure, and miftake ; 
d for this land of trifles thofe too ftrong 
multuous rife, and tempeft human life ; 
lat prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm 
et objefts for our cpaflions heav'n ordain'd, 
jefts that challenge all their fire, and lesCve 

fault, but in defedt : bleft heaven ! avert 
bounded ardor for unbounded blifs ; 
X)r a blifs unbounded >! far beneath 
foul Jinmprtal, is a mortal joy. 
r are our powers to perifli immature ; 
t, after feeble ^£Fort here, beneath 
brighter fun, and in a nobler foil, 
iniplanted from this fublunary bed, 
ill flourifh fair, and put forth all their bloom, 
^eafon progreflive, indinA is complete ; 
ift inftinft reaps ; flow reafon feebly climbs. 
ites foot! their zenith reach ; their little all 
oy^s in at once ; in ages they no more 
aid know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Jre man to live coeval with the fun, 
e patriairch-^pupil would b6 learning ftill ; 
:, dyinc^, leave his leflbn half-unielmt% 
13 peiiw in xdmncef as if the Cua 
uJd fet ^Vr niyoOf in eaftem oceaxi dxo-^tiJ ^\ 
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if fit, with dim, illuftrious to compare. 
The fun's "meridian, with the foul of man. 
TTo man, why, ftepdame nature ! fo fevere ? 
Why tlirown afide thy mafter-piece half-wrought, 
While meaner efforts thy laft hand enjoy ? 
"Or, if abortively poor man muft die, 
Nor reach, what reach he might, why die in dread! 
Why curft with forefight ? wife to mifery ? 
Why of his proud prerogative the prey ? 
Why lefs pre-eminent in rank, than pain? 
-His immortality alone can tell •; 
Full ample fund to balance all amifs,' 
And turn the fcale in favour of the juft. 

His'immortality alone can folve 
'That darkefl of enigmas, human hope^ ' 

Of all the darkeft, if at death we die. 
Hope, eager hope, th' affaffin of bur joy^ 
All prefent hleffiugs treading under foot. 
Is fcarce a milder tyrant than defpair. 
With no paft toils content, ftill planning new, 
Hope turns JUS o'er to death alone for eafe. 
PofTeffion, why, more taftelefs than purfuit.; 
■\Vhy is a wifli far dearer than a<:rown ?, 
That wifli accomplifhed, why, the grave of blif« 
Becaufe, in the great future bury'd deep, 
Beyond our plans of empire, and renown, 
Lies all that man with ardor fhould purfue;- 
And he who made him, bent him to the right. 

Man's heart th* Almighty to the future fets, 
By fecret and inviolable fprings 5 
And makes his hope his fublunary joy. 
Man's heart eats all things, and is hungry ftill; 
* More, mOre !' the glutton crie^ : for fomethingi^^ 
So ra^es appetite, if mati c?iiCl thotvox., 
-He sviJl defcend. He ftaarves^ oiv x5«fc^^^'^ 
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5ence, the world's mafter, from ambiti6n*s fpire, 
n Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the brute* 
Ti that rank fty why wallow'd empire's fon 
supreme ? bebaufe he^cotdd no higher fly ; 
r£is riot was ambition in defpair. 

Old Rome confitlted birds ; Lorenzo ! thou 
tVith more fuccefs, the flight of hope furvey ; 
3f reftlefs hope, for ever on the wii^. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry thought that falcon fits, 
I'd fly at all that rifes in her nght y 
And, never ftooping, but to mount ag*ain 
Next moment, fhe betrays her aim's miftake. 
And owns her quarry lodg'd beyond the grave. 

There fliould it fail us (it mutt fail us there» 
Tf being fails) more mournful riddles rife, 
And virtue vies with hope in myftery, 
^hy virtue ? where its^pimfe, it-s being, fled? 
'Virtue is true felf-anterefl: purfu'^ : 
'What true felf-inter-eft of quite mortal man 
To clofe T^th all that makes him happy here. 
■If vice (as fometimes) is our friend on earth. 
Then vice is virtue ; 'tis our fov'reign good. 
In felf-applaufe is virtue's golden prize ; 
No felf-applaufe attends it on thy fcheme^ 
Whence felf-applaufe ? from confcience of the righ^ 
And what is right, but means of happinefs ? 
No means of happinefs when virtue yields j 
That bafis failing, falls the building too. 
And lays in ruin eV'ry virtuous joy. 

The rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart. 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife. 
Is weak 5 with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. 
, Why beats thy bofom with illuflrious <keams 
Of felf'expofui^ laudable, and greats V 

OfgaUasitenterprixef and glariou&AeaXltil 
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Die for thy country ?— tbou romantic fool !" 
'Seiztf feize the plank thyfelf, and let her fink : 
Thy country ! what to thee ? — the Godhead ; yt 
, -(I {peak with awe !) thq' he (hould bid thee bk 
If, with thy blood« thy final hope is fpilt. 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow. 
Be 'deaf ; preferve thy being ; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience : know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatever th' Almighty'* fubfequent command 
His firfl: command is this : — ' Man, loye thyfelf. 
In this alone, free*a^ents are not free. 
Exiflence is the bails, bliis the prize ; 
If virtue cofts exiftence, 'tis a crime ; 
Bold violation of our law fupreme. 
Black futctde ; tho' nations, which confult 
Their gain, at riiy expence, refound applaufe. 

Since virtue's recompence is doubtful, here. 
If man dies wholly, well may we demand. 
Why is man fuffer'd to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain, is man enjoin'd ? 
Why to be good in v^in, is man betray'd ? 
Betray'd by traitors lodg'd in his own breaftf 
By fweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whifpers nature lies on virtue's part ? 
*Or if blind infttnd (which aflumes the name 
Of facred confcience) plays 'the fool in manv 
Why reafbn made accomplice in the cheat ^ 
Why are the wifefl loudefl in her praife ? 
"Can man by reafbn's beam be led aftray I 
Or, at his peril, imitate his God? • 
Since virtue fometimes ruins us on earth» 
Or both are true ; or man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvives die grave, or own, LorenzO} 
Thy boaft fupretne, a N^d 2M\ai^\Vf * 
Daunclefs thy .i|nnt \ co^axAa «x^\)k^ ^w^ 
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Grant man immortal^ and thy fcorn is juft. 

Phe man immortal, rationally brave, 

Dares rufh on death — ^becaufe he cannot die. 

But if n^anv lofes all, when life is lo^ 

hLe lives a coward, or a fool expires. 

A. daring infidel (and fuch there are, 

Prom pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. 

Or pnre heroical defe^ o£ thought) 

Of all earth's madmen, moft deferves a chain* 
When to the grave we follow the renown'd 

For valour, virtue, fcience, all we love, 

And all we praife ; for worth, wfaofe noon-tide beasif 

Enabling us to think in higher ftyle, 

IMends our ideas of ethereal powers ; 

Dream we, that luftre of the moral world 

Ooes out to ftench, and rottennefs the dofe? 

\Vhy was he wife to know, and warm to praife, 

And Arenuous to tranicribe, in human lilb. 

The mind Almightt ? Could it be, that fate, 

3uil when the lineaments began to (hine, 

i^nd dawn ^e Deity, fhould fiiat<:h the draug^ 

^ith n^ht eternal blot it out, and give 

^he ikies alarm, left angels too might die? 

If human £buls, why not angelic too 
3Elxtingui{h'd ? and a folitary God, 
O'er .ghaftly rain, frowning from his throne ? 
Shall we this moment gaze on God in man ? 
The next, lofe man for ever in the duft ? 
From dud we difengage, or man miHakes $ 
And th^e, where laft his judgment fears a flaw* 
Wifdom and worth, how boldly he commends 1 
Wifdom and worth, are facred names ; revered. 
Where not embraced ; applauded ! dctfy'dl 

^ Why not compaISi0n*d too ? If fpitiu di^^ 

'-&iA are caiam/ties, inflicted bodi» 

M 
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To make us but more wretch'd : wifdom's eye 
Acute, for what ? to fpy more miferies ; 
And worthy fo recompens'dy new-points then' ftipj 
Or man furmounts the grave, or gain is lofs. 
And worth exalted humbles us the more. 
Thou wilt not patronize a fcheme that makes 
Weaknefs, and yice, the refuge of mankind. 

* Has virtue, then, no joys V Yes, Joys dear-bougl 
Talk ne'er fo long, in this imperfed fiate, 
W^irtue, and vice, are at eternal war. 
Virtue's a combat ; and who fights for nought t 

, Or for precarious, or for fmall reward I 
Who virtue's felf-reward fo loud refound» 
Would take degrees angelic here below. 
And virtue, while they compliment betray. 
By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
The crown, th' unfading crown, her foul inipires: 
^Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body's treach'ries, and the world's afTaults: 
On earth's poor pay our famiih'd virtue dies. 
Truth inconteftible 1 in fpite of all 

A Bayle has preach'sd, or a V s believ'd. 

In man the more we dive, the more we fee 
Heav'n's fignet ftamping an immortal make. 
Dive to the bottom of his foul, the baie 
Suftaining all ; what find we i knowledge, love. 
As light, and heat, efiential to the fun, 
Thefe to the foul. And why, if fouls expire f 
How little lovely herei how little known ? 
■Small knowledge we dig up with endlefs toil ; j 
And love unfeign'd may purchafe perfed hate* 
Why ftarv'd, on earth, our angel-appetites ; 
While biutal are indulg'd their fulfome fill i 
Were then capacities dvvvne cosiieti'd^ 

^.^.inock diadem, in fviag^ei^Qix^ 



VIGHT THE SETEMTH. f6^ 

t.ank iniult of our pompous poverty, 

^Thich reaps but pain, from feeming claims fo fair ? 

In future age lies no redrefs ? and (huts 

Stemity the door on our complaint ? 

^f fo, for what ftrange ends were mortals made ! 

rhe worft to wallow, and the bed to weep ; 

Fhe man who merits mod, mud mod complain : 

Can we conceive a difregard in heav'n. 

What the word perpetrate, or bed endure ? 

This cannot be. To love, and^know, in man* 
Is boundlefs appetite, and bouhdlefs pow'r ; 
And theie demondrate boundleis objeds too. 
Objefts, pow'rs, appetites, heaven fuits in all ; 
Nor, nature thro', e'er violates this fwect, 
lEtemal concord, on her tuneful firing. 
is man the ible exception from her laws ? 
Xtemity druck off from human hope,. 

{I fpeak with truth, but veneration too) 

Man is a monder, the reproach of heaven, 

A dain, a dark impenetrable cloud 

On nature's beauteous afpe^ ; and deforms, 

{Amazing blot !) deforms her with her lord. 

If fuch is man'-s allotment, what is heaven ? 

Or own the foul immortal, or blafpheme. 
Or own the foul immortal, or invert 

All order. Go, mock majedy ! go, man ! 

And bow to thy fuperiors of the dall ; 

Thro' ev'ry fcene of fenfe fuperior far : 

They graze the turf untill'd ; they drink the dream • 

Unbrew'd, and ever full, and unembitter'd 

With doubts, fears, fruitlefs hopes, regrets, deQ>£urs ; 

Mankind's peculiar ! reafon's precious dower ! 

No foreign clime they ranfack for their robes i 

^or brothers eke to the litigious bar \ 

M Z 
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Their good is good entire, unmixedi unmarr'd:; 
They find a paradife in ev'ry field, 
On boughs forbidden where no curfes hang : 
Their iU, no more than ftrikes the fenfe.; unibretcht 
By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : 
When the worft comes, it comes unfear'd ; one ftrok 
Begins, and ends, their woe : they die but once ; 
Bleft, incommunicable privilege ! for which 
Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the ftarsj 
Phildfbpher, or hero, fighs in vain. 
' Account for this^prerogative in brutes. 

No day, no glimpfe of day, to folve the knot. 
But what beams on it from eternity. 
O fole and fweet fokition ! that unties 
The difficult, and foftens the fevere ; 
The cloud on nature's beauteous face difpels ; 
Reftores bright order ; .cafts the brute beneath.; 
And re-enthrones us in fupremacy 
•Of joy, ev'n here: admit immortal life. 
And virtue is knightperrantry no more ; 
:£ach virtue brings in hand a golden dowert 
Far richer in reverfion : hope exults ; 
And tho' much bitter ip our cup is dirown^ 
.Predominates, and gives the tafte of heaven. 
tQ wherefore is the Deity fo kind? 
Aftonifhing beyond aftoniflmient 1 
;He,av'n our reward-^for heav'n enjoyed below. 

Still unfubdu'd thy ilubborn heart ? — ^For theee* 
'The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I iing. 
Reafon is guiltlefs ; -will alone rebels. 
What, in that ftubbom heart, if 1 fhoold find 
New, uaexpedled witneffes againft thee ? 
Ambiti^, pleafure, and the love of gam ! 
^SLTift thou fufpe^, that thefe^ ^\viOcL Tccak& \S&a taxH 
:2r2reiZareQf.caith| lho\Ad owii..V«t>QRvt oiV^ajf-c) 
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€anft thoti fufpedt what makes us difbelieve 
Our immortality, fhould prove it fure ? 

Fir ft, then, ambition fummon to the bar. 
Ambition's fhamef, extravagance, difguft. 
And inextinguifhable nature, fpeak. 
£ach much depofes ; hear them in their turn. 

Thy foul, how paffionately fond of fame ! 
How anxious, that fond paifion to conceal! 
"We blufti, deteded in defigns on praife. 
The' for beft deeds, and from the beft of men ; 
And why ? becaufe immortal. Art divine 
Has made the body tutor to the foul ; 
Heav'n kindly gives our blood a moral flow; 
Bids it' afcend the glowing cheek, and there 
Upbraid that little heart's inglorious aim. 
Which ftoops to court a charader from man j 
While o'er us, in tremendous judgment fit 
Jar more than man, with endlefs praife, and blame. 

Ambition's boundlefs appetite out-fpeaks 
The verdidt. of its Ihame. When fouls take fire 
At high prefumptions of their own defert, 
One age is poor applaufe ; the mighty fhout. 
The thuirder by the living few begun. 
Late time muft echo' ; worlds unborn, r^und. 
We wifh our names eternally to live : 
Wild dream ! which ne'er had haunted htunan thought. 
Had not our natures been eternal too. 
Inftihdt points out an int'reft in hereafter ;: . 

But our blind reafon fees not where it lies ; 
Or, feeing, gives the fubftance for the (hade. 

Fame is the fhaie of immortality. 
And in itfelf a flvadow. Soon as caught> 
Contemn'd ; it fhrinks to nothing in the grafp; 
Confult th' ambkionSf 'tis ambkian'& cMxe. 
^And Is this all ?', cry/d Cae&asu at VusW\^c^x.>- 
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^l6iS THE COMPLAINT* 

DIfgufted. This third proof ambition bnngi 
Of immortality. The firft in fame, 
Obferve bim near, your envy will abate : 
Sham'd at the difproportion vaft, between 
The paflion, and the purchafe, he will figh: 
At fuch fuccefs, and blu(h at his renown. 
And why ? becaufe far richer prize invites 
His heart ; far more illuftrious elory calls ; 
It calls in whifpers, yet the deafefl hear. 

Aijd can ambition a fourth proof fupply ? 
It can, and ftronger than the former three ;. 
Yet quite o'erlook'd by fome reputed wife* 
Tho' difappointments in ambition pain. 
And tho' fuccefs difgufts ; yet ftill, Lorenzo ^ 
In vain we drive to pluck it from our hearts \ 
By nature planted for the nobleft ends. 
Abfurd the fam'd advice to Pyrrhus giv'n. 
More prais'd, than ponder'd ; fpecious, but unfou 
Sooner that hero's fword^the world had quell'd. 
Than reafon, his ambition. Man mufl foar» 
An obftinate aftivity within. 
An infuppreffive fpring, will tofe hira up 
In fpite of fortune's load. Not kings alone,, 
Each villager has his ambition too ; 
No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd flave v 
.Slaves build their little Babylons of ftraw. 
Echo the proud Affyrian, in their hearts. 
And cry, — " Behold the wonders of my might 1'^ 

' And why ? Becaufe immortal as their lord ; 
And fouls immortal muft forever heave 
At fomething great ; the glitter, or the gold ; 
The praife of mortals, or the praife of heaven* 

l^OT abfolutely vain is human praifei 
"When human is fuppottedb^ ^wvcva* 

1% ixUroduce XiQreusbO Xo \)Axal€£ * 



K2GHT THE SETBNTH. l6j 

Pleafure and pride (bad mailers !] fhare our hearts^ 

As love of pleafure is ordain'd to guard 

And feed our bodies, and extend our race ;, 

The love of praife is planted to protedi,. 

And propagate the glories of the mind. 

What is it, but the love of praife, infpires,. 

Matures, refines, embellifhes, exalts, 

[Earth's happinefsi from that, the delicate^. 

The gtand^ the marveUoos, of civil life. 

Want and convenience, under-workers, lay 

The bails, on which love of glory builds.- 

Nor is thy life, O. Virtue ! lefs in debt 

To praife, thy fecret ftimulating friend. 

Were men not proud, what merit fhould we mifs E 

Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world* 

Praife is the fait that.feafons right to man,. 

And whets his appetke for moral goodi 

Thirfl of applaufe is virtue's fecond guard ;• 

Reafon, her firfl ;. but reafon wants an aid f; 

Our private reafon is a flatterer ; 

Thirft o£ applaufe call» public judgment in^ 

To poife our own, to keep an even fcale, 

And. give endangered* virtue fairer play. 

Hene a fifth proof arifes, ftronger ilill ; 
Why this fo nice conflru<5tion of our hearts t 
Thefe delieate moralities of fenfe ; 
Thi» conitituttonal referve of aid 
To fuccour virtue, when our reafon fails |. 
If virtue, kept alive by care and* toil, 
Andy, eft, the mark of injuries on earthy 
When laboured to maturity (its bill 
Of difciplines, and pains, unpaid) mud die-? 
Why freighted rich, to dafli againft a rock ? 
Were man to perifb when molt & to Yw^^ 

0.6<?iri»Z/pezu were all thefe ftrat^g;wa»> 



By (kill divine ehwdven in our frame ? 
Where are heav'n's holinefs and mercy fled*? 
Laughs h,eay'n, at once|. at virtue, and at man i 
If not, why that difcourag'd, this deftroyM I 

Thus far ambition. What fays avarice ? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been thine : 
* The wife and wealthy are the fame.' — I graiA it 
To ftore up treafure, with incefi^nt toil. 
This is man's province, this his hxghefl praife^ 
To this great end keen inflindt (lings him on. 
To guide that inftind, reafon ! is thy charge ;^ 
'Tis thine to tell us where true treafure lies :. 
But, reafon failing to difcharge her truft,. 
Ot to the deaf d^charging it in vain, 
A blunder follows ; and blind induftry, 
GalPd by the fpur, but ftranger to the coiirfe, 
(The courfe inhere (lakes of more than gold are W( 
0'erloading> with the cares of diftant age^. 
The jaded fpirits of the prefent hcvTy 
Provides for an eternity below. 

* Thou (halt not covet,' is a wife command f- 
But bounded to the wealth the fun furvey& r 
Look farther, the command (lands quite xevers'di 
And av'rice is a virtue mod divine. 
Is faith ^ refuge for our happinefs ? 
Mofl fure : and is it not for reafon too ? 
Nothing this world unriddles, but the nexti- 
Whence in^ztinguifhable third of gain t 
From inextinguifhable life in mkn : 
Man, if not xpeant, by worth, to reach the flue%, 
Had wanted wing to dy fo far in guilt. 
Sour grapes, I grant, ambition, avarice i. 
Yet dill their root is inomortality. 
^TTiefe its wild growtlis fo >5\txex, Mi^fe\»a&^ 
Pain, and z:eproaGh \^ t^Ws^Qtv c%cki^^^e»sa.» 



NIGHT TITE SEl^HTIfi t6^^ 

Refine^ exalt, throw down their pois'noUs leei> 
And make them fparkle in the bowl of blifs. 

See, the third witnefs laughs at blifs remotef . 
And falfely promifes an Eden here :. 
Truth ike fhall fpeak for once, tho' prone to lie, 
A common cheat, and Pleafure is^ her name* 
To pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf; 
Then hear her now, now firft thy real friend. 

Since nature made us not more fond than prou<t^ 
©f happinefs (whence hypocrites in joy I • 
Makers of mirth ! artificers of fmiles ! ) 
Why fhould the joy moft poignant ftnfe a£Forddti 
Bum us with blufhes, and rebuke our pride ? — 
Thofe heav'n-bom blufhes tell us man defcendsy, 
Ev'n in the zenith of his earthly blifs:* 
Should reafon take her infidel repofe^ 
. This honefl inftindb fpeaks our Hneage high ;, 
This in(lin<ft calls on darknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous relation to the ftallvw 
Our glory covers us with noble ihame, 
And he Uiat's uncoiifounded^ is unmanned*. 
The man that bluChes, is not quite a blrite* 
Thus far with thee, Lorenfild ! will I clofe, 
Pleafure is good, and man for pleafure made^; 
But pleafure full of giory,. as. of joy ;. 
Pleafure, which neither bluAeS, i(tor expires^ 

The witness ar^ heard; the caufe is o'er ;; 
Let confcience file the fentence in her court, 
pearer than deeds that haU^ a realm convey t- 
Thus, feal'd by truth, th' authentic record runs* 
* Know, all ; know, tnfidels,*-«unapt to knowJ 
•• 'Tii inEHttdrtaHty your natii/c folves ;- 
♦^Tis iip^ortalky decyphers matt» 
• And opens all .the myft'riea^ of h\a trv^^ie*- 
* Without it, balfhis^ inftinas arc a M^^ »- 
^ Without it, all his virtues are a dxeaxa. 



IJO TRX COICPLAIRT.. 

His very crimes atteft his dignity ; 
His fatdefs thirfl of pleaiure, gold> and famei. 
Declares him bom for blefiings infinite : 
What lefs than infinite, makes unabfurd 
Paifions, which all on earth but more inflames I 
Fierce pafiions, fo mifmeafur'd to this fcene, 
Stretch'd out, like eagles wings, beyond our neft, 
Far, far beyond the worth of all below. 
For earth too large, prefage a nobler flighty. 
And'evidence our title to the (kies/ 
Ye gentl« theologues, of calmer kind ! 
Whofe conftitution di<5tates to your pen. 
Who,, cold yourfelvesi think ardour comes from hd 
Think not our paffions from corruption iprung. 
Though to corruption now they lend their wings ; 
That is their miftrefs, not their mother. All 
(And juftly) reaibn deem divine i. 1 fee,' 
I feel a grandeur in the pafiioi^ too. 
Which fpeaks their high defcent and glorious end : 
Which fpeaks them rays of an eternal fire. 
In paradiie- itfelf they burnt as ftrong^ 
Ere Adam- feir ; "tho' wifer in their ainr. 
Like the proud Eaftem, ftruck by Providencei 
What tho' our paffions-are run mad, and floop 
With low, terreftrial appetite, to graze 
On trafhy on toys, dethrone- from high defire ? 
Yet ftill, thro' ^eir difgrace, no feelde ray 
Of greatnefs ffaines, and tdls us whence t^y fell : 
But thefe (like that fallen monarch when reclaim* 
When reafon moderates the rein aright^ 
Shall re-afcend, remount their former fphere. 
Where once they fbar*d illuftrious ; ere ieduc'd. 
JB/ wanton Eve's debauch, to fbroll on eaQb^^ 

And fet the faUunaiy vio^^ ou ^^% 



IHCHT T»E SSTENTH. IT* 

But grant their phrenzy lafts ; their phrenzy fells 
To difappoint one proyidential end, 
For which heav'n blew up ardour in our hearts i 
Were reafon filent, boundlefs paflion fpeaks 
A future fcene of boundlefs objedls too^ 
And brings glad tidings of eternal day. 
Eternal day ! 'tis that enlightens all ; 
And all, by that enlighten'd, proves it fure.. 
Confider man as an immortal beings 
Intelligible all ; and all is great ; 
A cryftafline tranfparency prevails, 
And ftrikes full luftre, thiro' the human fphere ; 
Confider man as mortal, all is dark. 
And wretched ; reafon weeps at the ilirvey. 

The leam'd Lorenzo cries, * and let her weep, 

* Weak, modem reafon : ancient times were 'wife.. 

* Authority, that venerable guide, 

* Stands on my part ; the fam'd Athenian porch 

* ( And who for wifdom fo renown'd as they ?) 

* Deny'd this immoitality to man.* ^ 
I grant it ; but affirm, they prov'd it too; 

A riddle diis ! — Have patience ; I'll expliain. 

What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glitt'ring thro* their romantic wifdom's page, 
Make us, at once, defpiie them, and admire ^ 
Fable is flat to thefe high-feidbn'd fires ; 
They leave th' extravagance of fong below. 

* Flefh (hall not feel ; or, feeling, fhaU enjoy 
' The dag|;er, or the rack ; to them, alike 

* A bed of rofes, or the burning bull.' 
In men exploding all beyond the graven 

Strange dodrine, this ! As do<ftrine, it was (trange ; 
But not, as prophecy ; for fuch it prov'd. 
And, to dxeir own amazement, vi2l^ faMSJA\ 
Tbejr fitigu'd a finnnefs Cbd&iwia \i5«^ ^^^^ ^'^^ 



•i^r ' TH* COMFLAIKT.A 

The Chriftian trtrly triumph'd in the flame :: 
The Stoic faw, in double wonder loft, 
Wopder at them, and wonder at himfelf, 
To find the bold adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he ftrove to lie in vain. 

Whence, then, thofe thoughts? thofe tow*r: 
thoughts, that flew 
Such monftrbuft heights? From inftrn6b,andirom] 
The glorious inftin6t of a deathlefs foul, 
Gonfus'dly confcious of her dignity^ 
Suggefted truths they could not underftand. 
In lufts dominion, and in pafllon's ftorm. 
Truth's fyftem broken, fcatter'd fragments lay, 
As light in chaos, glimmering thro' die - gloom- ] 
Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments, 
Pleas'd pride proclaimed, what reafon.difbeliev.' 
Pride, like the Delphic prieftefs, with a fwell, 
Ray'd nonfenfe, deftin'd to the futto-e fenfe^ 
When life immortal, in fuU day, fhould fhine ;■. 
And death's dark fhadows fly tbe gofpel fun. 
They fpoke, what- nothing but immortal fouls 
Couldfpeak ; andthus the truth they queftion'd, p 
Can then abfurdities^ as well as crimes. 
Speak man immortal ? all things fpeak him fo. 
Much has been urg'd ; and doft thou call for ix 
Call ; and with endliafs qveftions be diftreft,. 
All unrefolvabie, if earth is alL 

Why life, a moment ; infinite, dcfire ? 
•■ Our wifh> eternity I Our home^ the grave ? < 
' Heav'n's promife- dormant lies in human hop< 

• Who wiihes life immortal, proves it too. 
••Why happine^ purfu'd^ tho' never fotmd ? 

• Man's thirft of happinefs declares it is 
^(FoT nature never gT«vVta\«:s to tio\3l^V\\v 



^MIGHT THX 8EYENTH. l^ 

My Lucia, thy Clarifla, call to thought ; 

Why cordial fricndfliip rivited fo deep. 

As hearts to pierce' at firfly at parting, rendy 

If friend, and friendfhip, vanifii in an hour ? 

Js not this torment in the mafk of joy ? 

Why by reflexion marr'd the joys of fenie ? 

Why pafl, and future, preying on our hearts ^ 

And putting all our prefent joys to death ? 

Why labours reafon ? inftinft were as well.; 

Inftin(ft, far better ? what can chuie, can err: 

G how infallible the thoughtlefs brute ! 

'Twere well his holinefs were half as fiire. 

Reafon with inclination, why at war? 

Why fenfe of e;uilt ? Why confcieace up in arms}' 
Confcience of guilt, is prophecy of patn» 
And bofom-counfel to decline the blow. 
Reafon with inclination ne'«r had jarr^d^ 
If nothing future paid forbearance here. 
Thus on — ^thefe, and a thoufand pleas uncall'd^ 
. All promife, fome eniure, a fecond feene ; 
' Which were it doubtful, would be dearer &r 
Than all things clfemoft certain;; were it faUe^ 
'What truth on earth fo precious as the lie? 
' This world' it gives us, let what will enfue ; 
' This world it gives,an that high cordial, hope: 
' llie future of the prefent is the fouL: 
'How this life groans, when fever'd from the next? 
Poor, mutilated wretch, that difbelieres ! 
By dark diftruft, his being cut in two, 
In both parts perifhes ; life void of joy, 
>Sad prelude of eternity in pain ! 

Couldft thou perfuade me, the next life could hSL ' 
*Our ardtnt wi(hes ; how fhould I pour out 
My bleeding heart -in anguifh, new, a;^ de«^ A 
OJ2J with what thoughts, thy hope, ?cadmi ^^S^''^ 
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AbhorrM annihilation I blafts the foul. 
And wide extends the bounds c^ human woe ! 
Could I believe Lorenzo's fyftem* true, 
In this black channel would ray ravings run. 
* Grief from the iiiture borrowed peace, ere-whil 

* The future vanifh'd 1 and the preftnt pain'd ! 

* Strange unport of unprecedented ill ! 

* Fall, how profound ! like Lucifer's, the fall! 

* Unequal fate ! his fall, without his guilt ! 

* From where fond hope built her pavilion high> 

* The gods among* hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at oiic< 
' To night ! to nothing I darker flill than night. 

* If 'twas a dream, why wake me, my worft foe, 
^ Lorenzo ! boailful of the nan^ie of friend I 

* O for delufion ! O for error ftill ! 

* Could vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to pla: 

* A thinking beii^ in a world like this, 

* Not over-rich brfore, now beggarM quite ; 

* More x:urft than at the fall ? — ^The fun goes out ! 

* The thorns fhoot up ! what thorns, in ev'ry though) 

* Why fenfe of better ? it imbitters worfe. 

* Why fenfe ? why life ? if but to figh, then fink 

* To what I was ! Twice nothing ! and much woe ! 

* Woe, from heav'n's bounties ! Woe from what w: 

* To flatter moft, high intelledual powers. [woi 

< Thought, virtue, knowledge ! bleffings, by xh 

fcheme, 

* All poifon'd into ^ins. Firft, knowledge, once 

* My foul's ambition, now her greateft dread. 

* To know myfelf, true wifdom ? — No, to fhun 
' That fbocking fcience, parent of defpair ! 

* Avert thy mirror : if I fee, I die. 

< Know my Creator i climb his bled abode 
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* Dire in his nature, read his attribntesy 

* And gaze in admiration — on a foe, 

- "* Obtruding life, with holding happinefs ! 

* From the foil rivers that ftirroand his throne* 

* Not letting fall one drop of joy t)n man ^ 

* Man gafpmg for one drop^ that he might reafe 

* To curfe his birth, nor envy reptiles more 1 

* Ye fable clouds ! ye darked fhades of night i 

* Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought, 
^ Once all my comfort ; fource, and foul of joy I 

* ^ Now leagu'd with furies, and with* thee, againft me^ 
* Know his achievements ? ftudy his renown ^ 

* Contemplate this amazing universe, 

* Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete ! 

* For what? 'mid miracles of nobler name^ 

* To find one mirade of mifery ? 

* To find the being, which alone can know 

* And praife his works, a blemiih on his praife ? 

^ Thro' natuie's ample range, in thought, to ftroUy 

* And ftart at man, the fingle mourner there, 

* Breathing high hope ! chain'd down to pangs, and 
* Knowing is fuff 'ring ; and fhall virtue fliare [death 1 

*• The figh of knowledge ?^ — virtue ihares the figh. 

* 'By draining up the fteep of excellent, 

-* By battles fought, and, from temptation, won, 
"• What gains fhe, but the pang of feeing worthy 
** Angelic worth, foon'ihuffled in the dark 
^ With ev*ry vice, and fwept to brutal duft ? 
^ Merit is madneis 5 virtue is a -crime ; 
•• A crime to reafon, if it cofts us pain 
'* Unpaid : what pain, amidft a thoufand more, 
•^ To think the moft abandon'd, after days 
•* Of triumph o'er their betters, find in death 

* Lorenzo. 
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^ As foft a pillow, nor make fouler clay 1 

* Duty ! religion ! — thefe, our duty done^ 
Imply reward. Religion is miftake. 
Duty ! — there's none, but to repel the cheat. 
Ye cheats! away! ye daughters of my t>ridel 
Who feign yourfelves the fav'rites of the ikies : 
Ye tow'ring hopes ! abortive energies 1 
That tofs, and ftruggle, in my lying bread. 
To fcale the ikies, and build prefamptionis therein 
As I were heir of an eternity. 
Vain, vain ambitions ! trouble me no more. 
Why travel far in queft of fure de^t ? 
As bounded as my being, be my wifh. 
All is inverted, wifdom is a fool. 
Senfe ! take the rein ; blind pai&on ! drive tts on ; 
And, ignorance ! befriend us on our way ; 
Ye new, but trueft patrons of our peace 1 
Yes ; give the pulfe full empire ; live the bnite» 
Since, as thtf brute, we die. The fum of man. 
Of godlike man 1 to revel, and to rot. 

* But not on equal' terms with other brutes t 
Their revek a more poignant reliih yield, 
And fafer too ; they never poifons chuie. 
Inflind, than reaibn, makes more wholeibme xnealiy 
And fends all marring murmur far awaj^ 
For ienfual life they beft philofophize ; 
Theirs, that fei-ene, the fages fough^ in vain : 
'Tis man alone expoftulates widi lieav'n ; 
His, all the poVr, and all the caufe, to mourn. 
Shall human eyes alone difiblve in tears ? 
And 'bleed, in angiiifh, none but human hearts i 
The wide ftretcht realm of intelledhial wocp 

, Surpafllng fenfual far, is all our owa» 
^ ^ In life £o fatally diftXtvgmVW d, ^Vv-^ 
m^ Cail in one lot, confo\jiideA,Vam^^\\i^Ra:SKi\ 
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• Ere yei in beings was mankind in guilt ? 

* Why thunder'd this peculiar claufe againfl: us, 

* All- mortal, and all- wretched !— Iiave the ikies 

* Reafons of ftate, their fubje<as may not fcani 

* Nor humbly reafon, when they forely (igh ? 

* All-mortal, and all-wretched !— 'tis too much ; 
/* Unparrallel'd' in nature: 'tis too much 

"^ On being unrequefted at thy hands, 

* Omnipotent ! for I fee nought but power. 

* And why fee that ? why thought ? to toil, and eat? 

* Then make our bed in darknefs, needs no thought. 
^ What fuperfluities are reas'ning fouls ! 

'* Oh give eternity ! or thought dfeftroy. 

* But without thought our curfe were half unfelt ; 

* Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart 5 
** And, the|:efore, 'tis beftow'd. I thank thee, reafOn I 
"* For aiding life's too fmall calamities, 

* And giving being to the dread of death. 

* Such are thy bounties ! —Was it then too much 

* For me, to trefpafs on the brutal rights f 

* Too much for heav'n to make one emtnet more ? 
"• Too much for chaos t6 permit my mjifs 

^ A longer ftay with eflences unwrought, 
^ Unfaihioned, untormented into man ? 

* Wretched preferment to this round of pains 1 
^ Wretched capacity of phrenzy, thought ! 

*^ Wretched capacity of dying, life I 

^ Life, thought, worth, wifdom, all (O foul revolt !) 

^ Once friendisj to peace, gone over to the foe. 

^ Death, then, has changM its nature too ! O death t 
"^ Come to my bofom, thou beft gift of heav'n ! 
^ Beft friend of man 1 fmce man is man no more* 
^ Why iii this thotny wildemeft fo l6tig% 
^ iS/Ace^d^ere'^ no prbmisM laa^^anAii^^ 
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To pay me with its honey for my (lings ? ^ 

If needful to the felfifh fchemes of heaven 
To fting us fore, why mockt our mifery ? 
Why this fo fumptuous infult o'er our heads ? 
Why this illuftrious canopy difplay'd ? 
Why fo magnificently lodg'd defpair ? 
At ftated periods, fure-retuming, roll 
Thefe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
Their length of labours, and of pains ^ nor lofe 
Their mifery** full meafure ^ — Smiles with flowers, 
And fruits, promifcuous, ever-teeming earth. 
That man may languifli in luxurious fcenes, 
And in an Eden nfoum his withered joys ? 
Claim eardi and fl^ies man's admiratioil, due 
For fuch delights 1 Bleft animals ! too wife 
To wondjer^ and too happy to complain ! 

* Our doom decreed demands a mournful fcene : 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemned ? 
Why not the dragon's fubterranean den*. 
For man to howl in ? why not his abode 
Of the fame difmal colour with his fate ? . 
A Thebes, a Babylon, at vaft expence 
Of time, toil, treaiure, art, for owls and adders, 
As congruous, as, for man, this lofty dome. 
Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high de- 
If, from her humble chamber in the duft, [fire ;• 
While proud thought fwells,and high defire inflames. 
The poor worm calls us for her inmates there ; 
And, round us. Death's inexorable hand 
©raws the dark curtain clofe ; undrawn no more. 

* Undrawn no more 1 — behind the cloud of deaths 
Otice, I beheld a fun ; a fim which gilt 
That fable cloud, and tum'd it all to gold : 

^ How the grave's alter' d \ Ca^hotsAefe 'ac&Yv'^V 
^A real hell to thofc vAxo di^iu^xol'tewwsu 
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* Annihilatfon ! how it yawns before itie I 

* Next moment I may drop from thought, from fenfe^ 

* The privilege of angels, and of worms, 

* An outcaft from exiftence ! and this fpirit, 

* This all-pervading, this all-confcious fbul> 

* This particle of energy diyine, 

* Which travels nature, flies from (lar to ftar, 

* And vifits gods, and emulates their powers^ 

* For ever is extinguifh'd. Horror I death ! 

* Death of that death I fearlefs once furvey'd !— . 

* When horror univerfal fhall defcend, 

* And heav'n's dark concave urn all human race, 

* On that enormous, unrcfunding tomb, 

* How juft this verfe \ this monumental (igh ! 
beneath the lumber of demolifh'd worlds 
Deep in the rubbilh of the general wreck. 
Swept ignominipus ta the common mafs 
Of matter, never dignify'd with life, 
Here lie proud rationals ; the fons of heav/n! : 
The lords of earth ! the property of wotm^ I 
Beings of yefterday, and not t©-morroiy ! 
Who liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd ! 
All gone to rot in chaos ; or, to make 
Their happy tranfit into blocks or brutes. 
Nor longer fully their Creator's name.' 

Lorenzo ! hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce* < 
^uft is this biftory ? If fiich is man^ 
^f ankind's hiftorian; though divine, might weep. 
-And dares Lorenzo fraijle ! — 1 know thee prou4 ; 
^or once let pride befriend thee ; pride looks psde 
-At fuch a fcene, and fighs for fomething more. 
-Amid thy boafts, preemptions, and difpjays, 
«And art thou then a (hallow ; lefs than Ct^<&l 
nothing ? lefs than nothing ^ X/o W^^Xjw^.^ \ 
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j And not to be, is lower than unborn. 

( Art thou ambitious \ why then make the worm 
Thine equal ?> Rtms thy tafte of pleafure high \ 
Why patroodee fure death of ev'ry joy ? 
Charm riches ? why chafe beggary in the grave, 
Of ev'ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Ambition, pleafure, avarice, perfuade thee 
To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth. 
They* lately prov'd thy fouls fupreroe deiire. 

Wliat art thou made of ? rather, how unmade \ 
Great Nature's mafler-appetite deftroy'd ? 
Is endleis life, and haf^ixiefs, defpis'd I - 
Or both wifh'd, here, where neither can be founds 
Such man's perverfe, eternal war with Heav'n \ 
JDar'ft thou pedift \ And \^ there nou^t on eaith^ 
iBut a long train of tranfitory forms, 
Sifine, and breaking, millions in an hour? 
Bubbles of a fantaftic deity, blown up 
In fport, and then in cruelty deftroy*d ? 
Oh I for what czime, unmerciful Lorenzo I 
Deftroys thy fcheme the whole of human race? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compared to thee : 
Oh ! fpare this wafte of being half-^vine ; 
And vindicate th' oeconomy of Heav'zu 

Heav'n is all love ; ^ joy in giving joy 5 
It iiev» had created, but to blifs^ 
And (hall it, then, Arike off the lift of Itfe^ 
, A being bfeft, or WOTthy fo to be ? 
\ Heav'n ftarts at an annihilating God. 
Is^at, all nature ftaits at, uiy deiire? 
Art fuch a clod to wifli thyfelf all clay ? 
What is that dreadfbl wifli ?— The dyin^ groaa 
^<?f JV^ftire, murdered by thfc blackeft godt. 

^ In tlic SiaoKli^d^tt 
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What deadly poifbn has thy nature drank ? 
To natwe undebauch'd no ihock fo great ; 
Nature^s £rfl: wiib is endlefs happinefs : 
Annihilation is an after-thought, 
A mon(h*ous wifh, unborn tiU viitue dies. 
Andy oh ! what depth of horror lies enclos'd I 
For non-ezifl^Ke no man ever wiih^d, 
But, firft, he wiih'd the Deity deftroy'd 

liF fo ; what words are dark enough to draw 
I Thy pidhire true ? the darkeft are too fain 
beneath what bsllefol planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury's aid,. 
In what infernal pofture of the fouU 
All hell inTited> aild all faeU in joy 
At fuch a birth» a birth fo near of kiiT, 
Did thy foul fancy whelp fo Mack a fehentie , 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown#. 
And deities begun» reduced to duft ? « 

There's nought (thou fay 'ft) but one eterx&al Butt 
Of feeble eilences,^ tudiiultuous driven 
Through time's rough billows into ntghtls abyfs* 
Say, in this rapid tide of human ruiir, 
Is there no rock, cm which man's toffing thought 
Can reft from terror, dare hts faite furvey, ^ 
And bdldly think it fomething to be bora i 
Amid fuch hoiarly wrecks of being fair. 
Is there no central, all fuflaining baie». 
All-realizing, aH^conne&ing poVr» 
Which, as: it calFd forth alfthifigs, can recall^ 
And force defiruSion to refond her fpoil ? / 

Command the grave reftoi» her taken prey ? \ 
Bid death's dark vde its hitman harveft jiAdp t 
And earthy ^nd ocean^ pay ^ir diebt of man^ 
True td the grasod depofit tnifted x!best\ 
h there jsa potflottttei v^QjEt f)(«i(^GMX5^^^ses^ 
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When rip'ning time calls forth th* appointed houTj 

Pluckt fr4Mn foul devaflation's famifhM maw. 

Binds prefent, pafl:, and future to his throne ? 

His throne, how glorious, thus divinely gracM, 

By germinating beings cluft'ring round ! 

A garland worthy the Divinity ! 

A throne, by Heav'n's Omnipotence in fmiles. 

Built (iike a Pharos tow'ring in the waves) 

Amidft immenfe effufions of his love ! 

An ocean of communicated blifs ! 

An all-prolific, all-preferving God ! • 

This were a God indeed* — And fuch is man. 

As here prefum'd : he rifes from bis falL 

Think'fl thou Omnipotence a nkked root» 

Each blofTom fair of I>eity deftroy'd ^ 

Nothing is dead ; nay, nothing fleeps ; each foul, 

That ever animated human clay, 

t Now wakes : is. on the wing : and where, O where 
Will the fwarm fettle ? — ^When the trumpet's call, 
As founding brafs, collects us, round Heaven's throi 
Conglob'd, we bafk In everlafting day^ 
(Paternal fplendor !) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the foul this outlet to the ikies. 
In this vaft veffel of the univerfe. 
How fhould we grafp, as in an empty void ! 
How in the , pangs of famifhM hope expire ! 

How brightmy profpedl (hines J how gloomy thixK 
A trembling world \ and a devounng God ! 
Earth, but the fhambles bf Omnipotence ! 
Heav'n's face all &am'd with catufelefs maflacres 
Of cpuntlefs' millions, bom to feel the pang. 

<' Of being loft. Lorenzo! can it be f - 
This bids us (hudder at' the thoughts of life. 
Who would be bom to Cudi 'a. ^^'to&.QfKk.'^cr^i^, 

Where novLgtit fabft;ftTvx\A> Vox v^Xtt^si^toi .V 
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"Where J07 (if joy) but heightens our diftrefs, 
So foon to perifli, and revive no more ? 
The greater fuch a joy, the more it pain^. 
-A world, fo far frqm great (and yet how great 
It (hines to thee ! ) there^s nothing real in it ; 
Being, a (hadow ! confcioufnefs, a dream ! 
A dream, how dreadful \ univerfal blank 
Before it, and behind I Poor man, a fpark 
From non-exiftence ftruck by wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a moment, nor that moment fure, 
'Mid ft upper, nether, and. furrounding night. 
His fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb ! 

Lorenzo ! doft thou feel thefe arguments ? 
Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt 2^ 
How haft thou dar'd the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd indid him of a world like this ?■' 
If fuch the world, creation was a crime ; 
For what is crime, but caufe of mifery ? 
Retradt, blafphemer F and unriddle this,- 
Of endkfs' arguments above, bielow. 
Without us, and within, the fhort refult— 
* If man's immortal, there's a God in heav'h/ 

But wherefore fuch redundancy ? fuch wafte* * 
Of argument ? One fets my foul at reft ; 
One obvious, and at hand, and, oh !■ — at heart- 
So juft the fkies, Philander's life fo pain'd. 
His heart fo pure ; that, or fucceeding fcenes 
Have palms to give, or ne'er had he been born.- 

* What an- old tale is this !' Lorenzo cries-^ 
I gmnt'tliis aigument is old ; but truth 
No years impair 5 and had- not this been true,.- 
Thou never hadft defpis'd it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as -thy foul 5 and fabk 
As Beeting a& thy joy$ ; be Wifo> ivsw TrjaJset » 
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Heav*n*s higlieft blefling, vengeance ; O be wi 
Nor make a curfe of immortality. 

Say, know'ft thou what it is ? or what thou 
ICnow'ft thou the importance of a foul immort 
Behold this midnight glory ; worlds on world 
Amazing pomp i redouble this amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice ten thoufand m 
Then weigh the whole ; one foul outweighs the 
And calls th' aftonifhing magnificence 
Of unintelligent creation poor. 

For this, believe not me ; no man believe ; 
Trud not in words, but deeds ; and deeds no ! 
Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor his, a few ; 
Confult them all ; coniulted, all proclaim 
Thy foul's importance : tremble at thyfelf ; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 
Has wak'd, and work'd for ages ; from the bi 
Of nature to this unbelieving hour. 

In thils fmall province of his yaft domam 
(All nature bow, while I pronounc;,e his name 
What has God done, and not for diis fole end 
To refcue fouls from death ? the foul's high p: 
Is writ in all the condud of the ikies. 
The foul's high price is the creation's keyy 
Unlocks its myfteries, and naked la]^ 
The genuine caufe of ev*ry deed divine : 
That, is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obviou;5 correfpondence, and unites. 
Moft diftant periods in one bleft defign : 
That, is the mighty hinge, on which have tun 
All revolutions, whether we regard 
The natural, civil, or religious, world ; 
The former two, but fervants to the third : 

To that, tieir duty doxvi^) xi;^e^ Vjcif^ e^^^ 
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Their mafs new-caft, forgot their deeds renown'd ^ 
And anc^ls aik, * Where once they fhone fo fair i* 

To lilt us from this abjei^^ to fublime ; 
This fluX) to permanent ; this dark, to day ; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to ferene ; 
This mean, to mighty ! — for this glorious^ end 
The Almighty, rifing, his long fabbath broke $ 
The world was made, was ruin'd ; was reftor'd ; 
Laws from the ikies were publifh'd ; were repeaPd f 
On eartli kings, kingdoms, rofe ; kings, kingdomsi fell % 
FamM fages lighted up the Pagan world ; 
Prophets from Sion darted a keen glance 
Thro' diftarft age ; faints travell'd ; martyr's bled ; 
By wonders lacred nature ftood contronlM ; 
The living were tranflated ; dead were rais'd ; 
Angels, and more than angels, came from heaven | 
And, oh ! for this, defcended lower ftill $ 
Oilt was hell's gloom ; aftonifh'd at his gueft* 
Por one ihort moment Lucifer ador'd : 
Xiorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?-— for this» 
That hallow'd page, fools fcoBT at, was infpir'ds 
Of all thefe truths thrice venerable code I 
33eifts ! perform your quarantine ; and then 
Fall proftrate, ere you touch it> left you die. 

Nor lefs intenfely bent infernal power& 
Vlo mar, than thofe of ligltt^ this end to gaiiu 
O what a &ene is here !-r-Lorenzo I wake ; 
Rife to the ^bought $ exert, expand, thy ibul 
To take the vaft idea : it denies 
All elfe. the name of gteat. Two warring wcNrldfy 
Not Europe againft Afiric ;. warring worlds. 
Of more ^an mortal I ^ monnted oa the wing I 
On ardent wing^ bf eaerfi^, and zeaU 
High'bov^ring o^er thk little brand Q&^ftr&tX 
This fuUunarjr &iU---but Ibofty &r *v\»x\ 
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In their own caufe conflidking ? No ; -in thinci- 
In man's. His Imgle int'rell blows the flame f 
His the ible flake ; his fate the trumpet founds^ 
Which kindles war immortal. How it bums I 
Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms ! 
Force Force oppofing, till the waves rua high. 
And tempeft nature's univerfal fphere. 
Such oppofites eternal, ftedfaft, item, 
^uch foes implacable, are good, and ill j [tl 

Yet man, vain man, would mediate peace bet\ 
Think not this fidion. ' There was war in hea 
From heav'n's high cryftal mountain, where it h 
Th' Almighty's out-ftretcht arm took d<5wn his I 
And fliot his indignation at the deep : 
Rethunder'd hell, and darted all her fires. — 
And feems the flake of little moment flill ? 
And flumbers man, who fmgly caus'd the florin 
He fleeps.— And art thou fhockt at myfleries ? 
The greatefl thou. How dreadful to refledl, 
What ardor, care, and counfel, mortals caufe 
In breads divine! how little in their own ! 

Where-e'er I turn,, how new proofs pour upon : 
How happily this wond'rous view fupports 
My former argument I how ftrongly flrikes 
Immortal life's full demonflration, here I 
Why this exertion ? why this flrange regard. 
From HeavVs Omnipotent indulg'd to man?-* 
Becaufe, in nian, the glorious,^ dread&l pow'r, 
Extremely to be pain'd, or blefl, for ever, 

; I^oration gives importance ; fwelk the price. ^ . 
An angel, if a creature of a day, 
What would he be-? ! A. trifle of no weight ; 
Or Hand, or falf ; no matter which ; he's gone.- 

£ecaufel atmottsl, tliete£oxe V& YBidai'^^ . 

This £trsLnge r^aid Q€JaBffltofts.tft^^l«.- . 
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Heuce, heav'n looks down on earth with all her eyes: 
Hence, the foul's mighty moment in her fight : 
Hence, ev'ry foul has partifans above, 
And ev'ry thought a critic in the fkies : 
Hence, clay, vile clay ! has angels for its guards 
And ev'ry guard a paflion for his charge : 
Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine 
Has held high counfel o'er the fate of man. 

Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hidi 
Angels undrew the curtain of the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind : 
In various modes of emphafis and awe. 
He fpoke his will, and trembling nature beard ; 
He fpoke it loud, in thunder, and in dorm. 
Witnefs, thou Sinai ! whofe cloud cover'd height. 
And fliaken bafis, own'd the prefent God : 
Witnefs, ye billows I whofe returning tide. 
Breaking the chain that faften'd it in air. 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell i 
Witnefs, ye flames ! th' AfTyrian tyrant blew 
To fev'nfold rage, as impotent, as ftrong : 
And thou, earth ! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws 
Clos'd o'er* prefumption's facrilegious fons : 
Has not each element, in turn, fubfcrib'd 
The foul*s high price, and fwom it to be wife? 
Has not flame, ocean, ether, earthquake, ftrove 
To flrike tliis truth, through adamantine man ? 
If not all adamant, 'Lovenzo! hear; 
All is delufion ; nature is wrapt up, 
In tenfold night, from reafon's keeneft eye 5 
There's norconMence, meaning, plan, or end. 
In all beneath the fun:, in all a»bove, 
(As far as msm can penetrate) or heav'n 
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Is an immenfey ineftimable prize ; 

Or all is nothings or that prize is all.— « 

And fliall each toy be fUll a match for heav'n? 

And full equivalent for groans below ? 

Whd would not give a trifle to prevent 

What he would give a thoufand worlds to cure 

Lorenzo ! thou haft feen (if thine, to fee) 
All nature^ and her God (by nature's courfe. 
And nature's courfe controul'd) declare for me 
The ikies above proclaim * Immcntal man !' 
And, *Man immortal !' all below refounds. 
The world's a fyftem of theology, 
Read, by the greateft ftrangers to the fchbcds ;. 
If honeft, leam'd ; and fages o'er a plouglv 
Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on liiee 
This hard alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy reafon, and thy fenfe ; or to believe ? 
What then is unbelief? 'tis an exploit ; 
A ftrenuoixs enterprise : to gain it, man 
Muft burft through ev'ry bar of common feni^ 
Of common ihamev magnanimoufly wrong ; 
And what rewards the fturdy combatant ? 
His prfze, repentance j infamy hts crown. 

But wherefore, mfamji — For want of £auth,. 
Down the fteep predpke of wrong he Aides y 
There's nothis^ to {vEppart him in the r^;kt. 
Faith in the future wanting, is, at leaft 
In embryo, ev'ry weakhefs, ev'ry guStp 
And ftrong temptation ripens into birth« 
If this life's gain invites him t0 the deed. 
Why not hi& country ^Id, his father flam 2" 
^is virtue to purfoe our good; fupreme^ 
And his fuprexDGif hiS' only good is. hent» 
Ajnbition, aVrfce, by xhe Nme ^dak^^> 
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nd think a turf, or tombftone, covers all : 
hefe find employment, and provide for fenie 
. richer pafture, and a larger range ; 
nd fenfe by right divine ^cends the throne, 
^en virtue's prize and profpedt are no more ; 
irtue no more we think the will of heaven, 
^ould heav'n quite beggar virtue, if belovM ? 
* Has Virtue charms ?* I grant her hear'nij hkf 
ut if unportionM, all wffl int'reft wed ; 
ho' that our admiration, this our choice, 
he virtues grow on immortality ; 
hat root deftroy'd, they wither and expiw. 
. Deity believ'd, will nought avaU ; 
ewards and punifhments make God ador*d ; 
nd hopes and fears give confcience all her power* 
s in the dying parent dies the dbild, 
irtue, with inunortality expires. 
Tho tells me he denies his foul immortal^ 
Hiate'er his boaft, has told me, he's a knave. 
[is duty 'tis, to love himfelf alone ; 
or care tho' mankind p^fh, tf he fmrles* 
Tho thinks ere long the man fliall wholly die, 
i dead already; nought but bruc& fuinrives. 
And are there fuch ^- — Such ^candidates there are 
or more than death ; for mter 1^ of being, 
ieing, the bafis of the I>eity t 
ifk you the caufe ? — the eaufe the^ will not tell | 
For need ihey : oh the Ibrceries or fenfe ! 
liey work this transfbrmatic»i on the foul, 
)ifmount her like th^ ierpenti at the iaHy 
)ifmount her from her native wing (which foar'd 
Ire-while ethereal heights) aftd throw her down, 
'o lick die duft, and crawl j 'm faeh a thought. 
Is It In words to paint you i O ye i?!!B^ft.\ 
JJ'a irom tbe mngs^^ zeafony aoi ^lla.^^^ 
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"Evedi in ftature, prone in appetite ! 

Patrons of pleafure, pofting into pain ! 

Xiovers of argument, averfe to fenfe ! 

Boafters of liberty, faft-bound in chains ! 

Lords of the wide creation, and the fhame ! 

More fenfelefs than th' irrationals you fcom ! 

More bafe than thofe you rule ! than thofe you 

Far more undone ! O ye moft infamous 

Of beings, from fuperior dignity ! 

Deepeft in- woe from means of boundlefs blifs ! 

Ye curft by bleffings infinite ! Becaufe 

Moft highly favoured, moft profoundly loft ! 

Ye motly mafs of contradiftion ftrong ! 

And are you; too, convinc'd your fouls fly off 

In exhalation foft, and die in air. 

From the full flood of evidence again ft you ? 

In the coarfe drudgeries, and finks of fenfe, 

Your fouls have quite worn out the niake of hej 

By vice new-caft, and creatures of your own : 

But tho' you can deform, you, can't deftroy ; 

To curfe, not 'lincreate, is all your pow'r. 
Lorenzo \ thts.hlack brotherhood renounce ; 

Renounce St. Evremont, and read St. Paul. 

Ere rapt by miracle, by reafon wing'd, 

His mounting mind made long abode in heaven 

This is freethinking, unconfin'd to parts, 

To feiid the fou4, on curious travel bent. 

Thro' all the provinces of human thought ; 

To dart her flight, thro' the whole fphere of mj 

Of this vaft uriiverfe to make th# tour ; 

In each reCefs of fpace and time, at home ; 

Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep ; 

And, like a prince of boundlefs int'refts there. 
Still mod ambitions 'oi Oaj& mo^ x«ift.?i\& \ 
To look on t^it\ unbipkeu, ^^ «oxa^ \ 
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Truth in the fy ftem, the full orb ; , where truths 
By truths enlightened, and fuftain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ftrong foundation, to fupport 
Th' incumbent weight of abfolute, complete 
Convidion ; here, the more we prefsj'we ftani. 
More firm ; who moft examine moft believe. 
Parts, like half-fentences, confound ; the whole 
Conveys the fenfe, and God is underftood ; . 
Who not in fragments writes to human race : 
Read his whole volume, fceptic ! then reply. 

This, this, is thinking free, a thought that grafps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fcene ; 
What are earth's kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs. 
Of human fbuls, one day, the deftin'd range ? 
And what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike man ? 
Thofe numerous worlds that throng the firmamcaat*. 
And afk more fpace ia heaven, can rcdl at large 
In man's capacious thought, and ftill leave room 
For ampler orbs ; for new creations, there. 
Can fuch a foul contract itfelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenfion, of no weight ? 
It can ; it doeis : thek world is fuch a point : 
And, of that point, how fmall a part enclaves ! 

How fraall a part — of nothing, ihall I fay ? 
Why not ? friends, our chief treafure ! how they drop!* 
Lucia, Narcifla fair. Philander, gone ! 
The grave, like fabl'd Cerberus, has op'd 
A triple mouth ; and, in an awful voice. 
Loud calls my foul, and utters aU I Ong. 
How the world falls to pieees round about us, 
And leaves us in a ruin of our joy I 
What fays this tranfportation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the.place where novr \3ae^ &«^> 
And /bora this wretched fpotf tiie^ \^Ne fc -^o^* 
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tft ocean lies before thee ; 
, Lorenzo ! thy ClarifTa fails, 
ad fea<ooxn ; keep it wide of earthf 
P foiiU immortal ; cut thy cord ; 
JT ; fpread thy fails ; caU ev'ry wind ; 
sit pole-ftar ; make the Ismd of life. 
5 of life has double-natnr'd man^ 
death ; the lad. far more fevere. 
is nurtar'd by the fun ; 
lis bountiesy triumphs in his beams. 
, fubfifts on higher food, 
is( his beimfis, who made the day» 
ive that fun, and are left by this^ 
all who die in ftubbom guilt} 
rkneis ; ftriiftly double death, 
lo judicial ftroke of heaven^ 
courfe ; as fure as plumbets fali. 
>r man, muft altes^ ere they meety 
and darknefs blend not in one.fphere,) 
V Lorenzo ! who muft change, 
bat double death (hould pxK>ve thy lotf 
le bowels of the Deity ; 
blefty as far as mat> permits, 
ne, all rationals, heav'n arms 
(Irious, but tremendous, power 
^ its own moft gracious ends ; 
(Iridt neteffity, not choice ; 
ieny'dy men, angels, were no moref 
ngines, void of praife, on blame, 
ional* implies the pow^ 
ft, or wretchal^ as we pleafe ; 
fon wbuld hzre noc^t to dio $ 
would be bsuT^d ^:a9adt]f- 
ts incapacity t& \Ki&. 
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vites us ardently, birt hot compels ; * 

2av*n but perfuades, dmighty man decrees ; 

an is tbe maker of immon^ fat^ 

sui falls by man, if finally lie falls ^ /" * 

ad fall he mud, who learns from deadi alone^ 

be dreadftd fectet,— ^that he liv^s (ky^ ever. 

Why diis to-^ee ? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt 

f fecond life ? but wherefore doubtful ftill t 

:emal life is nature's ardent wifh : ^ 

"hat ardently we wjfli, ii^e foon belifevet 

by tardy fwth declares that Wifli deftroy'd : 

Tiat has deftrdy'd lit ?-^Shall I tell thee, what? 

Tien fear'd the futuite, 'tis no kmget wilht ; 

nd, when iiiiwi(kt» we flrive to dtfbeliete. 

rhus infidelity otir guilt betrays/ 

or that the fole detedlidn ! blufh, Loitfnzo ! 

lufii for hypocrify, if iiot for guilt. 

Be future fear'd ?— an infidel, and ffeai* ? 

jar what? a dream ? a fabl6 ?— How drf dread» j 

nwilling evidence, and therefore ftrong, 

fiFords my caufe an midefign'd foppoit ? 

oW diibelief affirms, i^hat it denies ? 

Lt, unawares, afferts imm6rtaH^<^*-^— 

irprtfkigl mfideKfey turns out 

. creed, a^d a oonfeflion of our fills : ' 

poftates, thutff are orthodox divines. 

Loreiizo ! itrith Lor^2o clafh no more | 



or longer a ^tifpareht vizor wear, 
hink'ft thou, religiott only has h^r maik ? 
»ur infidels are Satan's hypocrites, ' 
retend Che #orft, arid, at the bottom, faS. 
iHieh viiited b^ thought (thought will intrude) 
.ike him th^y ferve, they tremble, and tidte^fi* 
B there h/pocri/y fi) foul as this i 
O 
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So fatal to the welfare of the world ? 
What deteftatioBy what contempt, their due 
And| if unpaid} be thank'd for their ^fcape 
That Cbiiftian candour they (hive hard to i 
If not fcH* that afylum, they might find 
A hell on earth ^ nor 'icape a worfe below. 

With infolence, and impotence 4>f thought 
Inftead of racking fancy, to refute. 
Reform thy maimers, and the truth ei;jQy«— 
But (hall I dare.con&fs thefdire refult ? 
Can thy proud reafpn brook fo Uack a bras 
From purer manners, to fublimer;faitl)9 
Is nature'is unavoidable afcent ; 
An honefl>deift, where the fi;ofpel:fliinesy 
Matured to nobler, in the CHriftian ends. 
When that bleft ^hai\ge. arrives, e'en cafl a( 
This fong fuperfliious; Jife immortal ftrikes 
Conviction, • ia^a^flood of light :divine. 
A Chriftian dwells,. like ^ UB.iftL,4n.the fur 
Meridian evidence puts doubt to flight* 
And ardenti hope aiaticipates the fkies. 
Of that bright fun, Lqi^enzoJ fcale the iph 
'Tis eafy ; it invites thee,; it defcends 
Trom heav'n to woo, and waft th^ 'whence 
Read and reve^tbe facred.pa^e ; a, page 
Where triumphs inunoxtality ; a pa^e 
Which not the whole-creation could produc 
Whith not the conflagration ihall deftroy,; 
In nature^s ruins not one letter loft : 
'Tis printed in the/mind of gods forever. 

In proud difd^iin of what e'en gods adore 
Doft simile? poor wretch! thy guardian ang 
A^ge^s, and jaet^ aflent to what I iing $ 

• Maxotu 



IflGtIT THE SBTIHTR. IJJ 

Its fmile, and thank me for my midnight dream. 
ow vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain ! 
j^s pufh us on to pride, and pride to fhame ; 
Tt infidelity is -wits cockade, 

> grace the brazen brow that braves the ikies^ 
'* lofs of being, dreadfully fecure. 

>RFNzo ! if my dodtiine wins the day, . 

^d drives my dreams, defeated, from dxe field ; 

this is all, if eartk a final fcene, 

ike heed ; '(land f aft 4 -be fure to be a knave ; 

knave in grain ! ne'er deviate to die right : 

ouldft thou be goodr— ^how infinite thy lofs I 

lilt enly makes annihilation gain, 

efl fchemei which life deprives of comfort, death 

* hope ; and which Vice only, recommends. 

fo ; where, infidels ! your bait throwa.out 

> catch weak convmts ? where your lofty boafk 
r zeal for virtue, and of love to man ? 
NNiHiLATiON ! I coufcis, in theife. 

What can reclaim you ? Dare I hope profound ' 

silofopbers the -converts of a fong i 

;t know^ its* title flatters you, not me 4 

lurs be the praiie to make my. title good; 

ine, to blefs heav'n, and triumph in your praife* 

It fince forpeftilential your difeafe, « 

ho* fov'reiga is the nied'cine I prefcribe, 

s yet, I*H neither triumph, nor defpair : 

at hope, ere leng^ «iy midnight dream will wake 

our hearts, and teach your wifdom— to be wife.: 

9r why fhould fouls immortal, made for blifs, 

*er wifh (and wife in vainJ ) diat fouls could diei 

liat ne'er can die, oh ! grant to live; and crown 

* TiielafiddreclaimcdU 
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The wifli, aiid aim, and labour of die ikies | 
Increafe, and enter on the joys of heaven : 
Thus fhall my title pafs a (acred feal. 
Receive an imprimatur from above^ 
While angeU Ihout— * An infidel reclaimed !' 

To cloie, Lorenzo ! fpite of all my pains. 
Still feems it Otnn^^ that thou (kouldft live for < 
Is it lefs ftrange^ that thou ihouldfl liy3 at all? 
This is a miracle ; and that n6 more. 
Who g^ve beginning, can exclude an end. 
Deny thou art : then, doubt if tfaou IhaJt be^ 
A miracle with nfiiracles inclos'd, 
Is man : and ftarts his faith at what is (Grange ? 
What lefs than wonders, from the wonderful ; 
What lefs than miracles, from God, can flow I 
Admit a GoD-wthat myftery fupreme I 
That caufe vncaus'd ! all other wonders ceafe ; 
Nothing is marvellous for him to do : 
Deny him — all is myftery befides ; ^ 
Millions of myfteries ! each darker far. 
Than that thy wifdom would,^ unwi&lyv (htnu 
If weak thy faith, why chufe the harder fide I 
We nothihg know, but what is marvellous ; 
Yet what is: n^savellous, we can'tbvHeve. 
So weak our reafoa, and io great out GoDp 
What moft furprifes in the facred page^ 
Or full as ftranffe, or ffaranger, muft be true. 
Faith is not remm's labotu*, but reppfe. 

To fahh, and virtue, why fo liadcward mxa I 
"From hence >^the prdTent fbongly ftrikes us aS 
The future, faintly : can we, iton, be men { 
If men, Lorenzo 1 the reverie is right. 
Reafon is man's peculiar : fenfe, the brute's. 
The prefeat is th« fcaiitf xeaSxii ci^e\SSa \ 
216e future^ xeafou's envjiiie -wtcQrB&fek^x 
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t 

)n that expending all her godlike pow*r, 

he plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there ; 

^hcre^ builds her bleilings ! there, expedks her praife ; 

ind nothing afks of fortune, or of men. 

Lnd -what is reafon ? Be flie, thus, <lefin'd ; 

Leaibn is upright ftat|tre in the foul* 

)h ! be a man ;^**-and flrlve to be a god. 

• tor what ! (thou&y'ft :) to damp the joys lof life? 
To ; to give heart ^nd fubftance to thy joys, 
^at tyrant, hope ; fnark, how fhe domineers ; 
he bids us quit realities, for dreams ; 
•afety, and peace, for hazard, and alarm ; 
i'hat tyrant o'er tlie ^tyrants of the foul, 
•he bids ambition quit its taken prize, 
Ipum the luxuriant branch on which it flts^ 
?ho* bearing crowns, to fpring at diftant gaine^ 
!Lnd plunge in toils and dangers — for repSfcf. , 
f liope precarious, and of things, when gaiii'd, 
)f little moment, and as little ftay, 
)an fweeten toils and dangers into joys ; 
iHiat then, that hgpe, which nothing can defeat* 
Kir leave unafk'd \ rich hope of boundlefs blifs f ' 
lifs, pad man's pow'r to paint it ; time's, to dole ! 

This hope is earth's moll eftimable prize v 
liis is man's portion, while no more than man i 
[oggi_ofLdLpaflions, moft befriends us here.. 
^Sons of prouder name befriend us lefs. 
>y has her tears ; and tranfport has her ^ath ; 
tope, lik^ a QflxdJa^l, innocenty tho' ftrong, 
Can's hearty at once, iit^trits, and ferenes \ 
"or makes liun pay his wifdom for his joys ; 
[?is all, our prefent ftate can fafely bedr,. 
tealth to the frame ! and vigour to the rmndl 
^ joj Bttemper'd I acba^'ddeW^Y 
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And has aH nature, then, efpous*d my part ? 

Have I brib'd heav'n, and eavth, to plead againd 
And is thy foul immortal ? What remains ? 
All, all, Lorenzo ; make ixpmortal, bleft. 
Unbleft immortals ! what can fhock us more ? 
And yet X«(fren^,o (till affeds the world ; 
There, (lows his txeafure ; thencei his title drz\ 
' Man of the world ! ' (for fuch wouldfl thou be c 
And art thou p^OjJid of ^s^. inglorioi|P5 ftyle i 
Proud of reproach i for a reproach it was. 
In ancient days; amd^ Chriftiai^y — in an agfiy 
When men were men, and not afham^d of fieav 
Fir'd their ambition, as it crown'd their joy* 
Spribkled wi^ dewi fr6m ch^ Caftalfan font, 
Fam would I rebaptkse- thet, and confer 
A purer fpirit, and a nobler name. 

Thy fond attachments fatal, and inflamM, 
Pomt out my path, and didate to my fone ; 
To thee, the worid how fair ! how Qionglj firi 
Ambition I and gay '{\ea£\>xt ^tcsns^et &Sll 
TJjjr triple Imel the ^ng^ft V>VL%^&ax^sK^ 
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Thy virtue dead ! be thefe my triple thiihie ; 
Nor fliall thy wit, or wil Jom, be forgot. 

Common the theme ; not fo the fong ; if flic 
My fong invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 
The charm that chains us to the world, her foe. 
If fhe diffolves, the man of earth, at once. 
Starts from his trance, and fiehs for other fcenes ; 
Scenes^ where thefe fparks of night, thefe &9,n$ fliall 
Unnumber'd funs (for all things as they art, [flune 
The bleft behold j) and, in one glory, pour 
Their blended blaze on man's aftonifht fight ; 
A blaze ; — the leaft illuilrious object thisre. 

Lorenzo ! iince eternal is at band. 
To fwallow times ambitions ; as the vaft 
Leviathan, the bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming; billow f what avail 
High titles, high deieent, attainment^ high> 
If unattain'd our highdCl ? O Lorenzo ! 
AVhat lofty thoughts, thefe elements abo^er 
What tow'ring hopes, whjat falJies from die fun, 
What grand furveys of deftiny dime, . 
And pompous prefage pf unfathom^d fatCf i 
Should roll in bofpms, wherQ a fpirit bums. 
Bound for et^iiity 1 in bofoifts read 
By him, who ibijbles in arcbapgels fees ! 
On human beart$ he bends a. jealous eye, 
And marks,' asd in-h^H'n*^ tegifter i^rolls. 
The rife, and progr^i) Qfeacb option there ; 
Sacred to dopnfifday |; that the page unfolds, 
An4 fpi^es^s tts to thfeigaxe of gjcnis^ and mtiu 

And whdt ^n opiiioni Liurmi?^ i Mntii 
This iFovU I fluaddfchi^^iiitnriVaU'd^bfii&e &i^l : > 

A wo{ldf it^lier^; lu^ ofj^f^afumr^i^Ki^ <" 

Three d^iwoo^.t^x^ivh^ Vs *W»%V^«lW»a^^««^ 
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Man^s reMcfs heart, their fport, their flyings baH 5; 
Till, with the giddy circle, fick, and tir'dj 
It pants for peace, and drops into defpair. 
Such is the world Lorenzo fets above 
That glorious promiie angels were efleem*d 
Too meaii to ifring : a promife, their ador'd 
Defcended to coitimunicate, and prefs> 
By counfel, miracle, life, death, on man. 
&iclxis the world Lorenzo's wifdom woos^ 
And on its thorny pillow feeks repofe ; 
A pillor\^, which, like opiates ill-prepar*d, 
Intoxicate6> but not compofes ; fills 
The vifionary mind with- gay chimeras^ 
All £he wild trafh of deep, without the reft ; 
What unfeign'd travel, and what dreams of joy !' 

How frail, men, things ! how momentary, both 1' 
Fantafliciehace, of fhadows hunting (hades r 
The gay, the bufy, equal, tho' unhke ^ 
Equal in wifdom, differently wife ! 
Thro? flow*ry meadows, and thro' dreary waftes), 
One buflling, and'- one dancings into deathi 
There's not a day, but, to the man of thoughtt 
Betrays fome fecret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes hina^ fick of feeing more. 
The fcenes of bus'nefs tell u& — *what :are men^ ! 
The fcenes^STpleisSure--^ what is all^fide :' 
There, others we* defpife^ and herich^rfeWes^. 
Amid difgud eternal, dwells^ delight t ^ ^ 

rris approbation ftrikes the firing of joy. 

What wond-rous prize has kindled diis careerr 
Stuns with the din, and chaaks yis with the duft^. 
On life's gay fiage, en^ inch- abov« tlift mfve i 
The'prtmdftiib sp'^aiidtdowilLin ^ueft o^ 
Tie ieafwdt Jn ptirfmt xA i^rCiSSdsSssiiit -^yst^y 
The grave, qB gdlA^ tb* jp«iBte>^^ V*''''^^ v - 
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And an, of other butterflies^ as vain ! 

As eddies draw things frivolous^ and lights 

How is man's heart by vanky drawn in ? 

On the fwift circle of returning toys, [gulph'd, 

WhirPd, ftraw-like, round and round, and then in* 

Where gay delufion darkens to defpair ! 

* This is a beaten track.* — Is this a tracK 
Should not be beaten ? never beat etiough, 
TTill enough learnt the tnfths it would inipire^ 
Shall truth be filent, becaufe folly frowns ? 
Turn the world's hiflory ; what find we thercj 
But fortune's fports, or nature's cruel claims, 
Or woman's artifice, or man's revenge. 
And endlefs inhumanities on man ? 
Fame's trumpet feldom founds, but, like the knell> 
It brings bad tidings : how it hourly blows 
Man's mifadventures round the liil'ning world I 
Man is the tale of narrative old Time ; 
Sad tale*; which high as Paradife begins ;- ^ 
As if, the toil of travel to delude^ > 
Pronv flage to flage, in his eternal round, 
The days, his daughters, as they fpin our hours V ' 
On fortune's wheel, where accident unthqught 
Oft, in a moment, fnaps life's flrongeft thread, 
£aeh, in her turn, fome tragic flory telk, , ^ 
With, now and then, a wretched force between ; 
And fills his chronicle with human woes* 

Time's, daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive us'^ 
Not one, but puts foiHe cheat on all mankind : 
Wkik'in their father's bofom^ not yet ours^ 
They flatter our fond hopes ; and^|xt>mtfe'niuch 
Of amiable^ but hold him not o'erwife, 
Who dares to trttfb diem ; and laUgh roundtheyeai^ 
At A^€(m&^ng^9 ftiU-ccnfouaded^ viaxi^ 
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Untaught by trial, unconvinced by proo^ 

And ever looking for the never- feeu. 

Life to the laft> like hardened felons lies ; 

Kor owns itfelf a cheat, till it expires. 

Its little joys go out by one and one. 

And leave poor man, at length, in perfe<5l night ;. 

Night darker, than what, now, involves the pole. 

O THOU, who doft permit thefe ills to fall, 
For gracious ends, and wouldft that man (houldmonm! 
O THOU, whofe hands this goodly fabric fram'd, 
Who know'ft it beft, and wouldfl that man ikould 
What is this fublunary world ? A vapour ; [know I 
A vapour all it holds ^ itfelf, a vapour. 
From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam 
iExhal'd, ordain'd to fwim its deftin'd hour 
In ambient air, then melt, and difappear. 
£arth's days are number'd, nor x emote her doom ; 
As mortal, tho' lefs traniient, than her fbns ; 

Yet thgY do^^ o^ ^6^9 ^s t^^ world and they 
Were both eternal, folid ; Thou, a dream. 

J They doat, on what ? immortal views apart, 

\ A re^^on of outfides i a land of ihadows ! 

/ A fruitful field of flow'ry promifes ! 

\A wildernefs of joys ! perpleic'd with doubtSf 
And fharp with thorns ! a troubled oc^an, fpre^i 
With bold adventures, their all on board $ 
No fecond bopef jf here thjeir fortune frowns ; 

^ffQwn fpon it muft. Of various r»t^s tbey iait 
Of ensigns various ; all alike in this, i 

All refUefs, ani^ious | toft with hope^, mi^ i^9xrt 
In cg]3Qf(l.A;ie« j o^inoxious jrfl. %<> ^^fms^ . '. 
And ftormy thft.xpoft general bteft ^Jifr r ; . V^- 
Ay bpusid for, hgppinefs i yet ii^^erpvi^^ I 

Or vutne's l^^bx^XQ {)|a^d)6 «li8»& ^f&»^^ 
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AII9 more or lefs, capricious fate lament. 
Now lifted by the tide, and now reforb'df 
And farther from their wiihes, than before : 
AII9 more or lefs, againfl each other dafh. 
To mutual hurt, by gufts of paflion driven. 
And fuflp'ring more from folly, than from fate. 
Ocean ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! 
Death's capital, where moft he domineers. 
With all his choien terrors frowning round, 
<Tho' lately feafted high at* Albion's coft) 
Wide-op'ning, and loud roaring ftill for more f 
Too faithful mirror ! how doft thou refle<fl 
The melancholy face of human life ! 
The ftrong refemblance tempts me farther flill : 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper fh*uck 
By moral truth, in fuch a mirror feen. 
Which nature holds for ever at her eye. 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in hope. 
When young, with fanguine cheer, and ftreapers gay. 
We cut our cable, launch into the world. 
And fondly dream each wind and ftar our friend ; 
AH, in fome darling enterprise embarkt. 
fiat where is he can fathom its eveiit? 
Amid a multitude c^aitlefs hands, 
Sluin's fure perquifite ! her lawful prize I 
Some fteer aright ; but the black bkft blows hard, 
'And puffs them wide of hope : with heart* of proof, 
•^ull againft wind and tide, fbme win their way ; 
-And when ftrong effort has defenr'd the port, 
Aind tugg'd it into view, 'tis won I 'tis loft ! 
*Tho' ftrong their oar, ftill ftronger is their fate ; 
^I'hey ftrike; and, while they tnumph>ths^ ^i:^Yt^* 

* Admiratl Balchen, &c. 
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In ftrefs of weather, moA ; feme fink ontrigbt ^ 
O'er them, and o'er their names, the billows clofe; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever bom. 
Others a fhort memorial leave behind, ' 

Xiike a flag floating, when the bark's ingulph'd { 
It floats a moment, and is ieea no more -: - 
One Csefar lives ; a thoufand are forgot. 
How few beneath aufpicious pla];iets bom, 
^Darlings of providence ! fond fate's eledb !) 
with fwelling fails make good the pron>is'd port. 
With all their wi(hes freighted ! yet ev'n thefe. 
Freighted with all their wifhes, foon -complain ; 
Free from misfortune, not from nature free. 
They ftill are men 4 and when is man fecure ? 
As fat^ time, as ftorm ! the rufh of years> 
Beats down their ftrength ; their numberlefs ieicapes 
In ruin end : and now, their proud fuccefs 
But plants new terrors ^n the victor's brow ; 
What pain to quit the world, juft made their own, 
Their neft fo deeply down'd, and built fo high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the ftars. 

Wioe then apart (if woe apart can be 
From mortal man,) and fortune at our nod. 
The gay ! rich ! great ! triumphant ! and augu/l ] 
What are they ? — the molt happy ((Irange to fay I) 
Convince me moil of human mifery : 
What are ihiey ? — Smiling wretches of to-morrow 1 
More wretched,, then, than e'er their flave can be; 
Their treach'rous blei2ings, at the day of need, 
Like other faithlefs friends, unmafk,.and fting^ 
Then, what provoking indigence in weakb I 
What aggravated impotence in power ! 
HigJi tide^ then, what infult of their pain 1 
// that fole anchor, eq]a?\\o xScvft ^w^%> 
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Hmmortal hope! defies not the rude ftorm» 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow's raget 
And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 
fThis is a Acetchof what thy foul admires? 

* But here (thou fay'd) the miferies of life 
** Are huddled in a group. A more difttnd 

* Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better newi/ 
Look on life's ftages : t^ey fpeak plainer ilill ; 
The plainer they; the deeper wilt thou figh. 

'Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The bed that can befal the befl on earth.; 
The boy has virtue by his mother's fide : 
Yes, on Florello look^ a father's heait 
Is tender, tho' the man's is jnade x>f done ; 
The truth, thro' fuch a medium feea, may make 
Impreflion deep, and^fondnefs prov^ thy 'friend. 

FlorelloJs^ely cafl on this rude coaft 
A helplefs infant ; now aiieedlefs child ; 

[To poor^Clarifla's throes, thy care Aicceeds ; 

Care full of love, and yet fevere as hate ! 

O'er thy foul's joy how oft thy fondaefs frowna^X 

JN^eedful aufterities his will reftrain ; 

>Vs thorns fence in the tender plant from bamir 

As yet, his reafon cannot -go alone ; 

£^ut afks a ftemer nurfe.to lead^t on. 

His little heart is often t^rrify'd.^ 

X^he blu(h of morning, in his chedc, turns pale 4 

it^s pearly due-drop trembles in his eye ; 

E~lis harmlefs eye 1 and drowns an angel there. 

A^:! what avails his innocence ? the taik 

^xijoin'd muft difcipline his early pow^r^.; 

^~3e learns to fish, ere he is known to iiW; 

Cs-uiltlefi, and £id ! a wretch before the fyiMtl 

How cruel this .' more cruel to iotfe^w:* 
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Our nature fach, with neceflkfy pains. 
We purchafe profpe<5ts of precarious peace : 
Tho' not a father^ this might ileal a iigh. 

SuppoTe him difciplin'd aright (if not, 
'Twill fink our poor account to poorer ftill ;) 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty, 
He leaps inelofure, bounds into the world ; 
The world is taken, after ten years toil. 
Like ancient Tvoy ; and all its joys his own. 
Alas ! the world's a tut-or mdre fevere ; 
Its lefTons hard, and ill dei^rve^ his pains ; 
Unteaching all his virtuous nature taught. 
Or books (fair virtue's advocates ! ) iiifpir'd. 

For who teceires him into public life ? 
Men t)f the worid, the terrsE^-filial breed, 
Welcome the madeft ftrane:er to their iphere, 
(Which glitter'd long,>t diilafice, in his fight) 
And, in their hospitable arms, inclofe : 
Men, who think nought fo ftrong of the romance 
So rank knight-«rrant, as a real friend : 
MeOf that aA tq^ to reafon's golden rule. 
All weakriefs of affe^ion quite fubdu'd : 
Men, that wduld bluih at being thought fincere. 
And feign, for glory, the few faults they want 4 
That love a lie, where truth would pa^y as weU ; 
As if, to them, vice ^ne her own reward^ 

Lorenzo ! c:Kil(l thou bear k (hocking fight ? 
Such, for Florello's fake,- 'twill now appear : 
See, the ^eeVd files of £^ftfon'd veterans, 
Train'd to the ^orld, in burnifh'd falfehood brlgl 
Deep in the fatdl fttatag^ms cf peace ; 
All foft fenfation^ in the throng, rubbed off ( 
AU tbeir keen putpofe, In politeiie& fheath'd ; 
His friends eternal — d^t^mVet^^V 
His foes implacable-^— vjYiea'wotOa.^€Nx^\KL^\ 



At war With ev*rf we1£ii*ei biit'thehr owfi 5 ' 
As wife^as Lucifer ; and half as gocxl' ; 
And by whom aoniiy but Lucifer, can gainr-^ 
Naked) through tbefe {fo comznoa iaieiordains) 
Naked of hes^, his jcniel courfe he wfUf 
Stuqg but of ally. mod ainiabde ia Hft» . - 

Proifitpt tntthy and ofxat th(mght« and fhiiks ImfcignM ^ 
Affedtion, as hia %ecies; wide diffusld*; - 
Noble prefumptknidtcVniiankind's renown.;- - 
Ingentfotts tfufty dnd confidence of lore. 

Thefe claims to joj (¥ mortals joj ni%ht clatm) 
Will coA Hrkx »any! a %h ; till utnOfixSk pains, : 
From tlie iow mtfireis. of thas^fchooK Experiencey 
And her afli(tant,tpa¥ifingv jpale, D^iuft, ' v 
Purchafe a dear-^bonght due to leaid diisiyoiith 

Thro' ferpentme obl^ukieo of Jife* 'i 

And the 4ark labyrmth bS human hearts^ 

And happy 1 if thb; clue fltall dome 4b, d^dp i 
^ Fpr, while we Itiurn to fence with public ^wlt. 

Full fjk we feel *tf ^lil contagion too,: ... 

If kfiliian heaviliiV^^23>^9 ^s 'O^c giianii ^ 

I'hus, a ftrajiget Jdnd. of icurft neceffity 
m^ Bnnjg^^wnthetBsrliiigiismper.ofhjrs i^ 
2^^ By tofe alliafy, to hdaptiieciUrrent ftanipf ; : V 
g^; Below calt'd w>£ikim>r^nfcs him into ibfety ; 

And brands htrai iiotox^eidit^ ^tith the wocM. i 

f W^ber^ i^pecioi^w titjps dignify diigratei . 

And tlattt1ne^BJIl|ariMes:ans arts ofiife^ ' v 

Wbsire brighter rpaibn ^prompts to .^bolder criimiBs $ 
^ And heavenly tiadcnfia make tnferbal hearts r 

That unfufiiioahUible>jestiieme of guilti 

Poor Machiavel ! who laboor'd hardriUs fplani 

Torgot that gienius:5U^ nbt go to fchoAv; 

yorgot ibat namp wilhout a. toXfir^&iv \ ^ 



(10 THE eOKPLAlMT* 

I 

^is plan had pradis'd long before 'twas writ* 
Phe world's all title-page, there's no contents ; 
rhe world's all face ; me man who Aews hb heartf 
[ft hooted for his nudities, and fcom'd. 
\ man I knew^ who liv'd upon a fmile ; 
IVnd weH it fed him s he look'd phimp and fair ; 
Whait rankeft venom foam'd through every vein. 
Lorenzo ! what I tell thee, take not ill 1 
Living, he'&wh'd on ev'ry fool alive ; 
\nd, dying, cmn'd the friend on whom he liv'd. 
Po filch proficients thou art half a faint, 
[n foreign realms (for thou haft tramU'd fiir) 
^ow curious to contemplate two ftate-fookst 
Studiouft their nefts to feather In a trice, 
^th aU the necromantics of their art, 
i'lying the game of fauces on each other, 
id akine court fweet-meats of then" latent gall* 
n fooGfli hope, to fteal each other's truft ; ( 

^oth cheating* both exulting, i^oth deceiv'd ; 
\.nd, fomedmes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! 
rbehriMUts we doubt aot ; but be that their ihame; 
ShaU men of talents, fit to mk mankind, 
koop to mean wiles, that would <di(grace a fool ? 
^nd loie the thanks of thofe few fiiends tUey ferve? 
foriK^rCan diank the man he. cannot fee ? 
Why fi> much cover i it defeats ttictf. . 
fe, that know all thingsi knowyenot, men's hearts 
\xe therefore known, becaufe they are oonceal'd i 
?.ar why conceaPd ^— the caufe diey need not telL 
ive him joy, that's aidcward at a lie ; 
ofe feeble nature truth keeps ffill in awe $ 
lis incapacity is his renown. 
Tis grtaXf 'tk tnanljr, «o xiifdain difgutfe ; 
ibews our i^rit, or at '{(to^eioxn ^x<ecw^g^ 
hou fay% 'tis needfUV ; u Vx^«t*w^ xv^^xX 
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Howe'er, I grant it fome fmall fign of grace, 
To drain at an ezcufe : and wouldft thou then 
Efcape that cruel need ? thou may'ft, with eafe ; 
Think no pod needful that demands a knave. 
Whea late our civil helm was fhifting hands, . 
So P— thought : think better, if you can. 

But this, how rare ! the public path of life 
Is dirty : — ^yet, allow that dirt is due, 
It makes the noble mind more noble (Hll : 
The world's no neuter ; it will wound or fave : 
Our virtue queitch, or indignation fire. 
You fay, the world, well known, will make a man : 
The world, well known, will give our hearts to heav'n. 
Or make us daemons long before we die. 

To (hew how fair the world, thy mrftrefs, flilnes» 
Take either part^ fure ilk attend the choice ; 
Sure, though not equal, detriment enfues. 
Not virtue's felf is deify M on eaith ; 
Virtue has her relapfes, "conflidbs, foes ; 
Foes, that near fail to make her feel their hate* 
Virtue has her peculiar fet of pains. 
True friends to virtue, laft, and lead, complain 5 
But if they iigh can others hope to fmile ? 
If ynfdom has her miferies to mourn. 
How can poor folly lead a happy life ? * 
And if both fuffer, what has earth to boaft, ^ 
Wh*e he mod happy, who the lead lameiits ? 
Whete much, much patience, the mod envy*d date. 
And fome forgivenefs needs the bed of friends ? 
For friend, or happy life, who looks not liigh^r. 
Of neither (hall he find die fhadow here. 

The world's fwom advocate, without a fee, 
XiOTenzo fmartly, with a fmile, Tep\ift^ \ 
* Thus far thy fong right ; and ^ wvi& crwxv, 
\ • r z .■...•.• ^ •. 
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* Virtue bas her peculiar fet of pains— 

* And joys peculiar who to vice denies ? 

* If vice it is, with nature to comply : 

< If pride, and fenfe, are fo predominant, 

' To check, not overcome, them, makes a faint, 
' Can nature in a plainer voice proclaim 

< Pleafure, and glory, the chief good of man V 

Can pride, and f^uality, rejoice ? 
From purity of thoueht, all pleafure fjprings ; 
And, from an humble ipirit, all our peace. 
Ambition, pleafure ! let us talk of the^ i 
Of thefe, the Porch and Academy, talk'd ; 
Of thefe, each following age had much to fay ; 
Yet unexhaufted, ftill, the needful theme. 
Who talks of thefe, to mankind all at once 
He talks, for where the faint from either free ? 
Are thefe thy refuge ? — ^no ; thefe ru(h upon thee; 
Thy vitals fieze, and, vulture-like, devour : 
I'll try, if I can phick thee from thy rock, 
Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth ; 
If reafon can unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, firft, thy Caucafus, ambition calls ; 
Mountain of torments ! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes ! and courted through miftake I 
'Tis not ambition charms thee ; 'tis a cheat 
Will make thee ftart, as H at his Moor. 

Dofl graib at greatnefs ? Firfi, know what it is : 
Think'ft uiou thy greatnefs in diftindtion lies i 
Not in the feather, wave it e'er fo high. 
By fortune ftuck, to mark us from the throng. 
Is glory lodff'd : 'tis lodg'd in the reverfe ; 
In that which joins, in that which equals, all. 
The monarch, and hi& fU^re v-^ A deathlefs ibulj 
' Unbounded profpe€t, axid\ia3Xiot\i\\uiSL^ 
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[der, indeed) in time ; but lefs remote 

I excellence, perhaps, thsn thought b^ man, 

''hy greater what can fall, than what can rife f 

If dill delmous, now, Lorenzo i go ; 
Ti4 with thy full blown brothers of the worldi 
hrow fcom around thee ; caft it on thy ilaves ; 
hy flaves, and equals : how fcorn caft on them 
abounds on thee I if man is mean, as man, 
Tt thou a god ? If fortune makes him fo, 
eware the confequencc : a maxim that^ 
rtiich draws a mondrous pidhire of mankind^ 
IherCy in the drapery, the man is loft ; 
.xtemals fluttering, and the foul forgot, 
'hy greateft glory, when difpos'd to boa^ 
►oiaft that aloud, in which thy fervants fhare. 

We wifely ftrip tPie fteed we me^n to bi»y t 
udge we, in their caparifons, of men I 
t nought avails thee, where, but what thoi* art jr 
ill the diftindlions of this littl*' Kfe- 
ire quite cutaneous, foreign to die man^ [creefv 
VTien through death's ftreights, e»th's iiibtle ferpei^ft 
Vhtch wriggle into wealthy or elimbr^bwni 
^s crooked Satan the forbidden tree^ 
Phef leAve their party coloured robe behind^ 
Ml that now glitters; wlwie they rear aloft 
Their hraeiea crefts,^nki hifs at us boldWi^ 
3f fortune's fucus" ftrip theim, yet aliye J; 
Jtrip them of tody, too ; nay, cloferftffi^ 
\way with all, Uii moraV m ^eif mJmlf r 
\nd let, what then vetnaaiU, infepofii tis^msm^ « ' 
PronouTKe them weak^ oi? ^^onl^f ^Igtffi^ or'meaflk ^ 
fiow mean tter fnuff of gtery &ffOJ»e ^^ '* 

f^nd deaik putkiout*.^- D(^ tl^a^ditoaiki; a^ teft^ • 
\ tcfly ai 0iiceixt£a^ibkr andf 9him:s '-'- - ^^^ - 
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Whatever his fate or fame, who greatly dies i 
High-fiufh'd with hope, where heroes fhall defpair;. 
If this a true criterion, many courts, 
lUuflrious, might afford but few grandees. 

Th* Almighty from his throne, on earth furveys 
Nought greater, than an honeft, humble heart ; 
An humble heart, his refidence ! pronounced 
His fecond feat ; and rival to the ikies. 
The private path, the fecret adts of men^ 
If noble, far the noblefl of our lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's glory fits 
Th' illuilrious mailer of a name unknown ; 
Whofe worth unrivall'd, and unwitnefs'd, loves 
Life's facred ihades, where gods conveife with men; 
And peace> beyond the world's conception, fmiles \ 
As thou I (now dark,) before we part, fhalt fee* 
But thy mat foul this ikulking glory fcoms. 
Lorenso'^s uck, but when Lorenzo's feen ;. 
And, when he fhrugs at public bufmefs, lyes^ 
Deny'd the public eye, the public voice. 
As i he liv'd on others breath, he dies.^ 
Fain would hie make the world his pedeftal'^ 
Mankind the gazers, the fole figure, he. 
Knows hie, tb^ n^ankind praife againil their wil^ 
And mix as much detradiion as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithlefs fame her whifper hasy 
As well as trumpet ? jthat his. vanity 
Is fo much tickled fr0m not hearing aH ? 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of prai&> 
Or, fr^MB an itch more fordid, when he fhines^ 
Tsdkiog his country by five hundred ears^ 
Senates at onc^ jadmire i^w^f and de^^p 
With ;node(tl3^g^ter;liiiing tend applauf^ 
''*'%/cli iiiakes the foeSteiDOiE^ tww^ 

f fsuae, vluf^ (Uk^ tVi^ jjA^^^ ^ii&wtC^V ^^"^^^ 



/ 

MIGHT THB EIGHTH* ^ff 

Witb taurels, in full fehatet greatly fiiHs^ 
By ieeming fiiends^ that honour^ and defirojr- 
We rife in elor|r» as we fink in pride : 
Where boaiting ends^ their dignity begms : 
And jetf mi&u;en beyond all niiftake^ 
The blind Lorenzo's proud !— of beinr proud ^ 
And dreams himfelf afcending in his rall» 

An eminence^ Uiough fancy'd, turns the brain ; 
All vice wants hellebore ; but of all vice. 
Pride l6udeft caUs» and for the largeil bowl ; 
Secaufe, all other vice unlike, it flies^ 
In fa&p the pointy in fancy moft purfa'd. 
Who court 2q)plaufe^ oblige the world in this ;; 
They gratify man's paflion to rcfufe» 
Superior honour,, when afTum'dt is loff ; 
£v'n good men turn banditti^ and rejoice* 
Xiike Kouli-Khan, in plunder of the proud« 

Though fome^f^iat difconcerted, fteady ftiff 
To the world's eaiife, with half a face of jpy^ 
Lorenzo cries*— **^ Be, then, ambition caft ; 

* Ambkiott^s dearer far fiands unimpeatfa^d^ [ 

* Cr2Lj pleaiUre i proud ambition is her flave ;; 

* For her» hefoars at great, and.hazanls<iILs': 

* For her, he fights, and bleeds^ or bverceoies f 

* And paves hisway, withcrowasf toiieackher finile^ 

* Who can refift her channsfl''*-Or^ fhould \ Lotcnabl 
What mortal fhaUriefift^ where' aogdai yield? • 
Fleafure's the mifee6 of ethereal- powers f 

For her contend the rival ffodii above.'i. 
Fleafure^ Hat miftrefs erf* me world below ;; 
And well it is fbr maa^ that pleafuis cluMf sr 
How would all i^gnafec^ b«t for pleafum's lay t 
How would the froffen* ftptam >of adimi eeafiii: 
What is tl»r jpuUe «f thi^ fo bofy iwoddc t 
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The love of.plcifurB : diatythitytigli cv*ry Trfb, 
Throwsinotion» warmth ; and (hats out dearth from Kfc. 

Though various are the tempers of mankind^ 
Pleafure's gay family holds all in chains : . 
Some mod affed the black ; and fome, the fiiir ; 
Som^ honeft plea0ire court ; and ibme^ obfcene* 
Plealures obfcene are variousy as the throng 
Of pinions, that can err in human hearts ; 
Miftake their objedls, or tranfgrefs th^. bounds. 
Think you there's but onei^horedom J i^dioredonv alli 
But when our reaibn licenfes delight* 
Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? thou fhalt doubt no more. [ 
Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs 
An ugly, common harlot, in the dark ; 
A rank adulterer with others gold ; 
And that bag, vengeance, in si comer charms* 
Hatred hdr: brothel has, sis wdl as love, 
Wherchorrid; £picures debauch iU' blood. ] 

Whate'^themotive, pleafui« is the mkrkt' ^ 

For her, the black aflaffin 4ra^s his fword^; 
For her,, dark ilate&nentriiHi their midnight lan^ 
To which^nd finjg^le facriice.mayikll; 
For hertifte.fnnt abftabs > the l&ifer ftarves $ 
The $wk^<proaA, for plea^iie>^ pkaf^e fcom^d ; ^ 
Fdriher^i1%ffliAion?saiai^fatcb:s^grfef4ndiL2gef ; ^ ' 
Aad^findf'^oi^iiope, 'a lu!sury^ tears ; r '< ^ 
For hei^, gni](ty (hame, txnl)' dkii^tri we defy;^ 
And, with; aft-^aim ^ohipttiDtls, rtxih on de&th. 
Thus univerfal'her'dei^otid powofv^ : : n -i?'! i 

And a| ksrl«mprre wide, her priaife is juft.^ • •'^' * 
Patron efqikkfum I dqater oiuddighti -^ ^.. : . / 
IP amtfayaival;^ ^exShmi ptofefs;* < v % . 

Pleafuk'ttitlio paxporex)fiwf :^ghsnn^ fofagi. > - - 
Pleafure is wol^tr^y(fKi4itxwii^^ *. ^' < <«' 

/ wrong her jftiU, I rate "hex 'wotxh \fto\cr« y 
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Virtue the reot» and pleafure is the iRowier ; 
And honeft Epicurns' foes were fools. 

But this fouxuis har&, atid gives the wife offisnce^ 
If o'erftrain'd wifdom ftill retains the name. 
How knits auftcrity her cloudy hrow, 
And blames) as bold^ and hazarddns, the praife 
Of plcSffure, to mankind, unprais'd, too dear i 
Ye modem Stoics ! hear my foft reply ; 
Their fenfes men will tnift : we can't impofe ; 
Or, if we could, is impofition right ? 
Own honey fweet :■ but, owning, add diis fting ; 
' When mixt with poiibn, it h deadly too.' 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but virtue t6 be praiis'd, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr'd before difeafe > 
What nature loves is good, without our leave. 
And where no future drawback cries, * Beware 5* 
Pleafure, though not from virtue, fkould prevail. 
*Tis balm to life, and gratitude to heav*n ; 
How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The love 6f pleafure is man's dldeft-boni, 
Bom in his cradle,' living to hi^ tomb ; 
Wifdom, her yout^t After, thoogh more grave^ 
Was meant to minifter, ^od not to mar, 
Imperial pks^ure^ <|ueen of human hearts. 

Lorenzo! thou, her majefty*^ reirif6wn\}. 
Though uncotf^y i?o^ttiirel, learned in die world ! 
Who think'ft thyftltii Murraj^, With difdain 
May'ft look'on me. Yet, itff DMUofthenes ! 
Canft thou plead pleaAitt's caliTe a^-ivdl as I ! ' 
Know'ft thou het"ri^lKiA<e;, purpoie, pareifitage? ■ ' 
Attend my fon?, uM^hou 4Mti ktiow diem aU $ 
Andknowtkyfttf^^n4kiidt^tW]Ffelfl0be ^ 

(Strange truth 1) thie doft s(bft«t&kk^^ tti^ ^^ 
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Or tend thee to her hermitage with 

Abford prefumption ! thou,^ who never kneVff 

A ferious thought! ihalt thou darer dream of joy? 

jNfo man e'er found a happy life by chance ; 

Or yawn'd it into being with a wifh ; 

Or, with the fnout of gnyv'ling appetite. 

E'er fmelt it out, and grubbed it fiom the £rt» 

An art it is, and mud be kamt ; ami leumt 

With unremitting effort, or be loA, 

And leaves us perfed blockheads, in our blifs» 

The clouds may drop down titles,: and eftates ; 

Wealth may feek us ; but wifdom mufl be fought 

Sought before all $ but (how unlike all eUe 

We feek on earth ! ) 'tis never fwi^ht iiv vsun^ 

Firfl,pleafare'» birth, rife, ftreagtn and grandeur fi 
Brought forth by wifdomr nurft by difcipline» 
Sy patience taught, by perfeverance crown'd. 
She rears her head majeftic ; round her throng 
Ere^ed in the bofom of the j«ft» 
Each virtue^ lifted, forms her manly guards 
For what are virtues ?. (formidable name ! )- 
What, but the fountain, or defence, jof joy I 
Why, then, commanded ? Need mankind- comnian( 
At once to merit, ayid to make, their blff3 ? — 
Great legiflator } fcaree fo> greats as ki^d I 
If men are rational» and love delight, . 
Thy gracious law but flatters humoQ- choice ^ 
In the tranfgreflion lips the penalty i 
And they the moft ind«dge^ who m^.eb^y* 

Of ple^aifiire^ next, the final caxiie explore ;. 
Its mighty purpofe^ its impostaat end; 
Not to turn hum^a; brutal,, but to build' i 
Divine on hpsym, ^kaiiire ipaine frottk^ heav'n^ 

In aid to reafon^was^ the gpdd^^ti; r. 
To call up att iu ftx«ngj&.\n ^o^i C^siagesi^ , 
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Plealixrey GtA, fuccours vinue $ in retunty 
Virtue gives pleafure an eternal reign. 
What) but the pleafure <3f food, friendfliipr faithf 
Supports life nat'ral^ civtl, and divine ? 
*Tis from the pleafure of repaft, we live ; 
'Tis from the pleafure of applaufe^ we pleafe ; 
*Tis from the pleafure of belief^ we pray ; 
(All pray'r would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the pri^e :) 
It ferves ourfelvcs, our fpecies, and our God ; 
And to ferve more, is pad the fphere of man, 
Glide, then, for ever, pleafure's faered dream i 
Through Edeii, as Euphrates ran, it runs. 
And fofter ev'ry growth of happy life ; 
Makes a new Eden, where it flows ;< — but fiteh 
As mud be lod, Lorenzo ! by thy fall. "■ 

* What mean I by thy fall ?* Thou'lt fhortly fee, 
While i^eafure's nature is at large difplayM ; 
Already fung her origin, and ends. 
Thofe glotious ends, by kind, or by degree 
When pleafure violates, 'tis then a vice, 
And vengeance too ; it hadens into pain« 
From due refrefhment, life, health, reafon, joy : 
From wild exeefs, pain, grief, didradion, death ; 
Heav^'n's judice this pro^aims, and that her love. 
What greater evil can I wifli. my foe. 
Than his full draught of pleafure, frt)m a cafk 
Unbroach't by )ud authority, unguag'dt 
By temperance, by reafon unrefin'd ? 
A thoufand dsemons lurk within the lee^ 
Heav'n, others, and.ourfelves ! miinjur'd thefe> 
Drink deep ; th€^ d^epe^hen, the more divine;^ 
Angels are angels fr^m im|ulg(mce there $ 
'Tis unrepentkig pleafure msdres a. god. 
Dod think thyfelf a god froov other y^3^ I 
JL viaim ntber! fl^ortly fure to \>\e^du 
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The wrong muft moBrn : can Heav'nTs appointments 

Can man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrike out [flail I 

A felf-wrought happinefs unmeant b^ him 

Who made us^ and the world we would enjoy ? 

Who forms an inftrument, ordains from whence 

Its diilbnances or harmonj^ (hall rife. 

Heav'n bid the foul this mortal frame tnfpire ; 

Bid virtue^s ray divine infpire the foul 

With unprecarious flows of vital joy ; 

And, without breathing, man as well might hope 

For lift, as, without piety, for peace. 

* Is virtue, then, and piety the fame ?'-~ 
No ; piety is more ; *tis virtue's fource ; 
Mother of ev'ry wonh, as that of joy. 
Men of the world this do6hine ill digeit ; 
They fmile at piety ; yet boaft aloud 
Good will to men ; nor know they drive to part 
What nature joins.; and thus con^te themfelves. 
With piety begins all good on earth ^ 
*Tis the firft-bom of rationality. 
Confcience, her firil law broken, wounded lies ^ 
Enfeebled, lifelefs, impotent to good ; 
A fetgn'd afFe^on bounds her utmofi pow V. 
Some we can^ love, but for the Ahxdg;hty's f^ke ^ 
A foe to God wai ne*er true friend to mati ^ 
Some fmifter rnceiit taints all he* does ; 
And in his kindeft anions he's unkind. 

On piety, humanity is buih^ 
And, on humafiity, much hs^tnefi ;: 
And yet fliU more on p^y itfetf. 
A foul in commerce with her God, is^ beav^t i 
Feels not the tutUt^ asid die^ Aocks cf life ^ 
The whirls of >^affion«^ andlhe ftroke^ of fac^nt. 

^ IJeAj ador'd^ Is Joy ^V«ac*4t^ 
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A Deity belotM, is joy inalarM% 

Eacli branch of piety delight infpires ; 

Faith builds a bridge from this world to the nezt» 

O'er deaths dark gdph, and all its hoipk-or hides $ 

Praife, the fweet exhalation of our Joy. 

That Joy exalts» and makes it fweeter (till ; 

Pray'r ardent opens heav'n, lets down a ftream 

Of glory <m the confecrated hour 

Of man* in audience with the Deity. 

Who worfhips the great Godi that inlUnt joins 

The firft in lieav'n» and fets his foot on hell. 

Lorenzo ! when waft thou at church before ? ' 
Thou think'ft the fervice long ; but is it jail ? 
Tho' jufty Unwelcome : thou hadft rather tread - . 
Unhallow'd ground ; the mufe, to win thine ear» 
Muft take an air lefs folemn. She complies. 
Good confcience ! at the found the world retires ; 
Verfe difaffedts it, and Lorenzo fmiles \ 
Yet has ihe her feraglio fuU of charms ; 
And fuch as age (hall heighten, no( impain 
Art thou dejeded ? is thy mind o'ercaft ? 
Amid her fair ones thou the faireft chuf6| . 
To chafe thy gloom. — * Go, fix fome weighty truth i 
' ^ Chain down fome paffion ; do fome een'rous good ; 

* Teach ignorance to fee, or grief to unile ; 

* Corre<ft thy friend ; befriend thy greated foe ; 

* Or with warm heart, and confidence. divine, 

* Spring up, and lay ftrong hold on him who mzdb. 
Thy gloom is fcatter'd, fprightly fpirits fiow ; [thee/ 
Tho' withered is thy vine, and harp imftruog* 

Doft caH the bowl, the viol, s^nd the dance^ 
Xioud mirth, mad laughter ? wretched comforters! : 
Phyficiansi more than half bf thy difeafe« 
JLa^ghter, tho* never cenfur*d yet 2a fixi» 
i(Pardoa a, thought that only Ceexa^ fc^wO^ 
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Is half immoral : is it much indulged ? 
By venting fple^n, or diflipating thoughtt 
It Aews a fcomeri or it makes a fool ; 
And fins^ as hurting others, or ourielves. 
'Tis pride, or emptmefs, applies tl^ ftraw. 
That tickles little minds to mirth effufe ; 
Of gmf approaching! the portentous iign ! 

The houfe of laughter, maJces a houfe of woe. j ^ 

A man triumphant is a monftrous fight ^ I ^ 

A man dejected is a fight as mean. I J 
What caufe for triumph, where fuch ills abound i y 

What for dejedion, where prefides a power, | J 

Who call'd us into being to be blefl ^ I ^ 

So grieve, as confcious, grief may life to joy ; I ^ 

So joy, as confcious, joy to grief may falL | ^ 

Mod true, a wife man never will be fad ; I ^^ 

But {^either will fonorous, bubbling mirth, I ^ 

A fhallow flream of happinefs betray : j ^ 

Too happy to be fportive, he's ferene. 1^* 
Yet wodidft thou laugh (but at thy ow«i«xpeneiice,j 1^ 

This counfel flrange fhould I prefume to give — l^ 

• Retire, and read thy Bible, to be gay,' jp 

There truths abound of fov'reign aid to peace; l^'^^ 

Ah ! do not prize them lefs, becaufe infpir'd, I;^ 

As thou and thine, are apt and proud to do. l^j 

If not tnfpir'd, that pregnant page bad flood, |~:^^j 

Times treafure ! and the Wonder o£ the wife ! l^h 

Thou think'ft, perhaps, thy foul alone at flake ; j^ cc 

Alas ! fhould men miftake thee for a fool ; — I, |' 

What man of ufte for genius, wifdom, truth, l^^; 

Tho' tender of thy fame, could interpofe ? iJ"^} 



Believe me, fenfe, here, ads a doubk part. 
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And the true critic is a CVinftbsv too* i.^^J 

But thefe, thou thmVft., «xe ^twOTq ^\jR&xsy^^.^|^ 
True joy ip funftiine txt^et ^a&^ouxA^x'wt^N 
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Tbey, RrStf themielves oSead, who greatly pleafe ; 
And travel only gives us found repofe. 
lieav'n fells adl pleaibre ; effort ts the price ; 
TThe joys of conqueft^ are the joys of man ; 
And glory the victorious laurel fpreads 
O'er pleafores pure* perpetual, placid ftream. 

There is a time, when toil muft be preferred^ 
Or joy, by mif-tim*d fondnefs, is undone. 
A. man of pleafure is a maa of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be Ueft. 
¥alfe joys» indeed, are bom from want of thought | 
Trom thought's fuU bent, and energy the true s 
.And that demands a mind in equal poize, 
P.emote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy* 
IMuch joy not only foeaks fmall happinefs, 
Xut happinefs that wortly miuft expire. 
<^an joy, unbottom'd in r^iledtion, (laiid ? 
And in a temped, can refle6tion live ? 
Can joy, like thine, fecure itfelf an hour ? 
Can joy, liket thinef, meet accident ^f^ock'd ? 
Or ope the door to honeft poverty ? 

Or talk with threat'ning death and not turn pale? 

In fuch a world, and fuch a nature, thefe 

Are needful fundamentals of delieht : 

Thefe fundamentals give ddight mdted ; 

Delight, pojpe, jdelicate, and durable ; 

Delight, unfhaken, mafcttline, divine ; 

A conflant, and abound, but ferious joy. 
Is joy the 'daughter of fevejfity ? 

It is^^-^yet far my do^rine n-om fevere. 

' Rejoice for ever r* It becomes a man ; 

Exalts, and (ets him nearer to the gods. 

* Rejoice for ever,' Nature cries, '^Rejoice f 

And dnnksto man, in her neCtareous ca^^ 
Mfxt up of delicate^ for every fenfe v 
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To the great foiaadet of the bounteous feall» 
Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife ; 
And he ^t will not pledge her, is a churL 
HI firmly t^ fupport, good f\iUy tafte. 
Is the whole fcieace of felicity : . i 

Yet fparing pledge ; her bowl is not the beft 
Mankind can bpait.r-^^ A rational repaft ; 

* Exertion, vigiUnce, a mind tn anns, 

* A miltary difcipliae of thotight, 

< To foil teitpt^tion in the doubtful field : 

* And eyer-wakmg atrdor for ths right,* 

*Tis thefe, firft give, then guaid, a cheerful heart. 
Nought that is rights xhwk little; well aware. 
What rea^ hidh God bids ; by his coounand 
How aggrandized, the fmalleft thing, we doi 
Thus, nothing is infipid to the wife ; 
To thee, infipid all, but what is mad ; 
Joys feafon'd high, and tailing jftrong of guilt. 
* Mad ! (thou reply'fi, with indignation fir'd) 

* Of ancient fages proud to tread the (leps, . 

* I follow nature.'— Follow nature ftill. 

But Idpk it be thine own : Is conicience, then, . 
No part of nature ? is (he not fuprem6 ? 
Thou regicide !: O raife her from the dead ! 
Then, follo^Y feature, and* referable God. 
When, fpite of confcience, pleafure is purfuM, 
Man's nature is unnaturally pleased : :' 
And what's uonatural, is painiul too 
At intervals, and muft 4^%i^ft »ev^n thee ! 
The fadt thouk;now'ft ; but not, perhaps^ die cau&. 
Virtue's foundation witb the ,WcS^ldf s were laid; 
Heav'n mixt h^ with our make, and twifted dofe , 
Her facred:ittt']r^fts whh the toingi of life. 
Who bren)^ :h^T V9A\3S,rsiZxAax^^io^^ 
His better felf ; aad is vx. |^tea.\^ imvv 
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Our foul fhould murmur^ or our dud t^pine i 
Aad one» in their eternal wao muil bleed. 

If one nauft fuffer, which fhould leaft be fpar'd ? 
The pains of mind furpafs the pains of fenfe : 
Afk, then» the gouty what torment is in guilt ? 
The joys of fenfe to mental joys are mean : 
Senfe on the present only feeds ; the foul 
On pady and future, fpr^ges for joy* 
'Tis j^ers, by retrofpedl, thro' time to range j 
And forward time's gre^t fequel to furvey. 
Could human courts take vengeance on the rpxnd. 
Axes might rud, and racks, and gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy mind, ^nd l^ave tbs reft to fate. 

Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a man I 
The man is dead, who for the body lives, 
Lur'd by the beating of his pulfe, to lift 
With ev'ry luft, that wars againft his p^ce ; 
And fets him quite at variance with hi^elf. 
Thyfelf, firft, know ; then love : a felf ther^ is 
Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. 
A felf there is, as fond of ev'ry vice. 
While ey'ry virtue wounds it to the heart | 
Humility degrades it, juftice robs, 
Bleft bounty beggars it, fair truth betrays* 
An^ godlike magnanimity ^eftroys* 
This ielf, when rival to the former, fconi i 
When not in competition! kindly tr^at, 
Defend it, feed it ;-— but when virtue bid^^ 
Tofs it, or to thp fowls) or the flames; 
And why? 'tis love of pleafure bid3 ihee bleed $ 
Comply, or own felf-love eztind, or blind. 

For what is vice ? felf-love in a miftake : 
A poor blind merc^iant buying joys too dear* 
.And virtual what? '^ ielf4ove lalgtet ^>S(A\ 

Q 
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Quite ikilful in the inarket of delight. 

Self-love's good fenfe, is love of tliat dread Power, 

From whom herfelf, and all flie can enjoj. 

Other felf-love is but difguis'd felf-hate ; 

More mortal than the malice of our foes ; 

A felf-hate, now, fcarce felt ; then felt full fore. 

When being, curft ; extin<5lioh, loud implor'd; 

And ev'rj thing preferr'd to what we are. 

Yet this felf-love Lorenzo makes his choice ; 
And, in this choice triumphant, boafts of joy. 
How is his want of happinefs betrayed, 
By difaflPe^on to the prefent hour ! 
Imagination wanders far afield : 
The future pleafes : why ? the prefent pains. — 
* But that's a fecret,' — Yes, which all men know ; 
And know from thee, difcover'd unawares. 
Thy ceafelefs agitation, reftlefs roll 
From cheat to cheat, impatient of a patife : 
What is it ? — 'Tis the cradle of the foul. 
From inflind fent, to rock her in difeafe. 
Which her phyfician, reafon, will not cure. 
A poor etpedient ! yet thy beil ; and while 
It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies ; the wife have joys. . 
Superior Wifdom is fuperior blifs. 
And what fure mark diftinguifhes the wife ? 
Confiflent wifdom ever wills the fame ; 
Thy fickle wift is ever on the wing. 
Sick of herfelf, is folly's charader ; 
As wifdom's is^ a modeft felf-applaufe. 
A change of evils is thy good fupreme ; 
Nor, but in nfotion, canft thou find thy reft. 
Man's greateft ftrengdi is ftwiwiv vcl ft^todin^ ftill. 
The £rh fure fymptom o£ ^. xsAvAxsCosti^^^ 
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Is reft of heart, and picture felt at home. : 
Talfe pleafure from abroad her joys imports ; 
Rich from within, and felf-fuilain'd, the true. 
^he^iCrBe is fixt, and foKd as a rocit^;^ ' 
Slipp'ry the falfe,'aiid toffing, as the wav^» 
This, a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain i 
That, like the fabled, ielfienamoor^d boy,: 
Home contemplation' her iupreme deligiit ; 
She dreads an int^rrupticni from witiiout, " - 
Smit with her dwn condition ; and the more 
Intenfe fhe gazies, iHH it charms the more. 

No man is happy^4:^I he thinks, on earth 
There breathes not a more happy ti^an himfelf: 
Then envy dies, ' and: l^ve overflows on all ; - 
And love o^erflqwing niakes an angel here. ■ 
Such angels all^ienthl^tarepofe ' 

On him who governs fate : tho* tempeft frowns; 
Tho* nature Aiakes^ hbw< fcft to lean on heaven I 
To lean on him,* oniwHom archangels leanl 
With inward eyer, and illent as the grave,/ 
They ^ftaiid coUedingicvery beam of thought, * 
Till their hearts; kindle I witii divine delight ;> 
For all their thoughts/ like angels, f^n of old 
In IfraePs dreamy come frt)m, and go to heaven : 
Hence, are they Audious of fequeftredlicenes ; 
While noife, atod'difljpauon, comfort thee. , 

Were all in^ii' happy, revellings: would ceafc, 
That opiate for inquietude within. " , 
liorenzo ! never: man was truly bleft, 
But it composM, and gave him fucb a caft> 
As folly might miBake for want of joy. . . 
A caft, unlike the triumph of the. proud ; 
A modeft afped, and a fmile at heart. 
O for a J07 frcm tbj Philander? svipim^X. v 



i 
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A fpring permnialy rifing in the brestft. 
And permanent* as pure 1 no turbtd ftream 
Of rapt'rous exultation, fwelling bigh ; 
Whichi like land floods, impetuous pour a whtkw 
Then fink at once and leave us in ^e mire. 
"What does the man» who tranfient joy prefers i 
^Vhat, but prefer the bubbles to the dream I 

Vain are all fudden iallies of delight ; 
Convulfions of a weak diftemper'd joy^ 
Joy's a fix'd ftate ; a tenor^ not a (but. 
Blifs there is none^ but unprecarious bliis : 
That is the gem ; fell all, and purchafe that. 
Why go a beggi^ to contii^enciest 
Not gain'd with eafe# nor iafuy lov'd, if gainM ? 
At good fortuttousi draw back, and paufe ; 
Sufpedt it ; what thou caaftjenfiirei ei\|oy ; 
And nought but what thou giv'd thyfdf» is fure« 
Reafon perpetuates joy that reafbn giTcS| 
And ipak£is it as immortal as l^rfdf : 
To mortals* nought immortal, bm their worth. 

Worth, Gonfcious worth ! fliould abfblutely xeigfif 
And other joys a& leare for their approach ; 
Nor, unexamined, ertr leave obuin. 
Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 
Wage war, and perifli in inteftine b^ib ; 
Not the leaft promiie of internal peace t 
No boibm comfort ! or unborrowed hXds ! 
Thy thoughts are vagabonds ; all outward bounds 
Mid fands,and rocks, and flormi,tD crui&forpleafuref 
If gain'd, dear bought ; and better miis'd than gamU 
Much pain muft expiate* what much pain pfocur^d* 
Fancy, and ienfe, from an infeded ftore^ 
Thy cargo bring $ and p^ilence tfae ptizs. 
TAeo, iiicb thy tbiril lisStfoAiyt ii!l^ 
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Hj fond indulgence biit inflam'd the more !) 
Fancy ftill cniife% when poor fenfe is tir'd. 
• Imagination is the Paphian ihop, 
Whtre feeble hs^inefs» tike Vulcan» lame^ 
Bids foul ideas, in their dark' recefs, 
And .hot as hell (which kin^d the black fires,) 
With wanton art, thoie fatal arrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame* 
Wouldft thou receive them, other thoughts there are,. 
On angel-wing, defcending from above. 
Which the^, v^ art divme, would counterwork^ 
And form celeftial armour for thy peace. 

In this is ieen imagination's guilt i 
But who can count her follies ? ihe betrays thee> 
To think in rrandeur there is £:>mething great. 
Per works of curious art, and ancient rame, 
"Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain'd ; 
JKxid foreign climes muft cater lor ihj tafte» 
Hence, what difafter !— tho' the priee *was patd^ 
That periecuting pried, the Turk tf Ronie, 
Wliofe.foot (ye gods i) tho' cloven, muft be kift^d^ 
IDetaih'd thy dinner on the Latian (hore ^ 
^ Such is the fate of honeft Proteftants ! ) 
JVnd poor magnificence is ilarv'd to death.. 
IHence juft refentment, indignation, ireT^—^ 
Se pac^^d^ ifioutward ^ings at^ great,. 
•*Tis magnanimity great things to fcom ^ 
^Pompous cxpeaces, and parades auguft* 
J\.nd courts y that infafaU}rious foil to pieace.. 
True happinefs ne'er edter'd at an eye % 
^rue happmefs refides in things uniben.. 
l!4o fmiles of fortune eve^ bleft the bad, 
iMor can her frown* rob kinoeence of joys % 
•Tliat jewrf wandi^, tripk ctowivb asce ^^i^i«A 
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Pleafcirtjp we both agree, is man^s xrHief good ; 
Our only igonit^fti what de6»rvcs the name. 
Give pleafure's n^e to nou^U but what haspafs' 
Th' authentic ftal of realbn (which, like Yorke, 
Demurs on what it paffes) and defies 
The toQ^ ^f tilne ; wj^eo p£k(l» i pl^fure ftill : 
Dearer oa.triali iavelier for its age, . 
And doubly to. be prizM, aa it promotes 
Our future, while it fojnms our prefent, joy. 
Some joys tlie future overc8i(W; and fome 
Throw all their bj^ms that ^ay, and gild the toxnl 
Some joys endear eternity'; fome give . 
Abhorr'd annihilation ^dre^fiil charms. 
Are rival joys contending, for, thy choice ? 
Confult thy whole exigence, and be fafe i > 
That oracle will put all dpubt to flight. 
Short is the l^£bi^ .^oVmy k^re long. 
Be goo4-f^amd fet .Heav'n airfwer for the reft. 

^t, with, a figb.o'er all manktod* I gr^ait 
In this ouTjdaff of proof; our land o£ hope, 
The gopd wm }isls his clouds that intervene ; 
Clouds, that obfture his fublunary day. 
But never cOnq^r> ev'li ifee b^ft mtill own^ 
Patience,. jUvd-ye^natlQi^a are the pilars 
Of human-peace. on e;arth.....Th« pillars, Aefe; 
But thofe ^Seth, not mote teowte^ra thee^. 
Till this heroic l^/iibn thoU haft le^*nt ; 

To frown atpleafore, :and to fmile in paia. 
Fir'd at tl^e profpe<5l : c^ URclwded bllfsy 
Heav'n in rev^rfipp, lijke th^^r^inj aa yet 
Beneath th' horizon, che^s<lis in tins world ; 
It fheds, pn fouls ftdc^pdble >o£ light, > 
The glorip^sds^wQjof.ouri •eternal day* 

' Thi$;(;feYs }^Cff«^*p'^\^<*^«\^ 
But can harai:vg?ie&\)\OT!lB?it^ 
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* Or ftem the tide Heav'n pufhes thro' our veins, 

* Which fweeps away man's impotent refolves, 

* And lays his labour level with the world I* 

Themfelves inen make their comment on mankind ; 
And think nought is, but what they find at home : 
Thus, weaknefs to chimera turns the truth. 
Nothing romantic has the mufe prefcrib'd. 
♦Above, Lorenzo faw the man of earth. 
The mortal man j and wretched was the fight. 
To balance that, ta comfort, and exalt, , 
Now fee the man immortal : him, 1 mean. 
Who lives as fuch : whofe heart, full bent on heav'n. 
Leans all that way, his bias to the ftars. 
The world's dark Ihades, in cpntraft fet, ftiall raife 
His luftre more ; tho' bright, without a foil ; 
Obferve his awful portrait, and a4niire ; ^ 
Nor ftqp at wonder ; imitate, and live. 

Some angel guide my pencil, wLile 1 draw. 
What nothing lefs than angel can exceed, 
A man on earth devoted to the (kies ; 
Like fhips in feas, while in, above the world. 
, With afpecfl mild, and elevated eye. 
Behold him feated on a mount feren^. 
Above the fogs of fenfe, and paffipn's, .ftorni.; . 
All the black cares, and tumults, of .this life. 
Like harmkfs thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not in^pair his peape. . 
Earth's genuine fons, the fceptredi and the flave, 
A mingkdmob ! a^waud'ring herd !; be fees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all:unlike 1 , 
His full reverfe ii;i all !- what higher praife I 
What ftronger denaonftrAtion pt the vigKt ? , : 
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The prefeht sdl their care ; the future, h&^ 
When public welfare calls, or private want. 
They give to fame ; his bounty he conceals* 
Their virtues vamifh nature ; his exal& 
Mankind's eftetm they court ; and ;he9 his owxu 
Theirs, the wild chace of falfe felicities ; 
His, the compos'd poilefiion of the true. 
Alike throughout is his confiftent peace. 
All of one colour, and an even thread ^ 
While party-colour*d fhreds of happinefs. 
With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman's robe ; each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters by, aqd ihews their nakednefs. 

He fees with other eyes than theirs : where thej 
Behold d^ fun, he fpies a deity ; 
What makes them only fmile, makes him adore. 
"Where they fee mountains, he but atoms fees ; 
An empire, in his balance, weighs s^ g^in. 
They things terreftrial worfhip, as divine ; 
His hopes immortal blow them by, as daft. 
That dims his fight, and fhortens his furveyy 
Which longs, in infinite, to lofe all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his fate) 
He lays afide to find his dignity ; 
No dignity they find in au^t befkles. 
They triumph in externals (which conceal 
Man's real glory) proud of an eclipfe. 
Himiclf too much he prizes to be prottd. 
And nothing- thinks fo great m man^ as man* 
Too dear he holds his intereft, to licked 
Another's welfare, or his right inva£ ; 
Their int'reft, like a lion, lives on prey. . 
"^hey kindle at the (Kadow of a wrong ; 

^g he fuftains vnxii trav^et A^^^^ ^2rcw\«ia:si»T^ 
oops to thiBk \us \iCyax«c \^ i^ % 



Nought, but ^hat M^ounds his yfrtue, wounds his peace. 

A cover'd heart their chara^er defends ; 

A cover'd hoart denies him half his prsUie. 

With nakednefs his innocence agrees ; 

While their broad foliage teftifies their fall* 

Their no-joys end, where his full feaft begins ; 

His joys create, theirs murder, future bliis. 

To triumph in exi(len|^Jiis alone ; 

And hfs alone triumfBHfy to think 

His true eiciftence, is not yet begun. 

His glorious courfe was, yefterday, complete ; 

Deaui, then, was welcome ; yet lift ftill is fwtet* 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, 
Undaunted .breaft--^And whofe is that high praife i 
They yield to pleafure, tho' they danger brave, 
And fhew no fortitude, but in the field ; 
If there they fhew it, ^tis for glory fbewn ; 
Nor will that cordial always man their hearts^ 
A cordial his fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By pleafure unfubdu'd, unbroke by pain. 
He fhares in that omnipotence he trufts. 
All-bearing, aH-attempting, till he falls ; 
And when he falls, writes vici t>n his ftield* 
From ma^antmity, all fear above j 
From nobler recompence, above applaui<! } 
Which owes to man's (hort oot^look all iu charms* • 

Backward to credit what he nevei^ f^, 
Lorenzo cries,— ^ Where fhines this miracle ? 
^rom what robt rifes this immortal man ?' 
A ro»t that jB^rows not in Lorenzo V grouitd ; 
The root di(fe6l, hoc wonder at the flowed* 
^ He foltows nature (not like* thee ; ) and- ftiwi v^ 
An uninverted fyftefe of a man* 
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His appetite wears reafon's golden chain. 

And finds, in due reflraint, its luxury. 

His paflion, like an eagle well jeclaim'd. 

Is taught to fly at nought, but infinite. 

Patient his hope, unanxious is his care, 

His caution fearlefs, and his grief, (if grief 

The gods oxdain) a ftranger to deipair. 

And why ? — becaiiTe affedlion, jnore than meet. 

His wifdom leaves not difeegMki from heaven* 

Thofe fecondaiy goods that frniie on earth. 

He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 

They moft the world enjoy, who leaft admire. 

His underfhmding fcapes the common cloud 

Of fumes, arifing from a boiling breaft. 

His head is clear, b^ecaufe his heart is cooly 

By worldly competitions uninflam'd. 

The moderate flaovements of his foul admit 

Didind): ideas, a^d matur'd debate. 

An eye impartial, ^ and an even fcale ; 

Whence judgment found, and unrepenting choice. 

Thus, in a dqublefenfe, the good are wife ; 

On its own dunghill, wifer than the vrorld. 

What, then, the world ? it muft be doubly weak ; 

Strange truth ! asj fopn would they believe their creec 

Yet thus; ij: is j ,npr other wife can be ; . 
Sofaxfrom-anghi romantic, what I fing. 
Bhfs has no being,, virtue Jias no flrength. 
But frono Ji^; pro^e^t of immortal Ufe. 
Who think e^rth aJU.or, (what weighs juft the fam( 
Who ca^e.^Q fartjiei;, muft prize what it. yields; 
Fond of its ^nciesj 5)rpud of its parades. 
Who .thiijl(s€art^. nothing, can^t it? charms ^dmirc 
He can't a foe,' tho' moft mjjignantj.hate, , 

^ufe that hate wouYd -i^ton^ V\^ ^^-axet C^^. 
hard for th^xa Ct^V #^ ^^ \^?^«tV^^^d&^. 



HIOHT THE EIGHTH. Z^S 

Good-wfll to men ?) to love their deareft friend ; 

For may he not invade their good fupreme. 

Where the leaft jegtloufy turns love to gall I 

All ihines to them, that for a feafon fhines. 

Each a<a,each thought, he queftions, * What its weight, 

• Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence ?'— 

And what it there appears, he deems it now. 

Hence, pure are the recefles of his foul. 

I'he godlike man hath nothing to conceal. 

His virtue, conftitutionally deep. 

Has habit's iirmnefs, and affection's flame ; 

Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the fire ; 

And death, which others flays, makes him a god* 

And now, Loienzo ! bigot of this world ! 
Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by heav'n ! 
Stand by thy fcom, and be reduc'd to nought : 
For what art thou ?— ^Thou boafter ! while thy glare,. 
Thy gaudy grandeur,- and mere worldly worth. 
Like a broad mifl, at diflance, flrikes us moil ; 
And, like a mifl, is nothing when at hand; 
His merit, lik^ a mountain, on approach, 
Swells more, ancj rifes nearer to the fkies^ 
By promife,.now, and, by pofleffion, foon, 
(Too foon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 

From this thy juft annihilation rife, 
Lorenzo ! rife to fqmeihing, by reply. . . 

' The worlds thy client,^ liilens, and expeifts; 
And long3 to ciiotwn thee with immortal praife. 
Canfl thou he .filent f ; No ; for .wit is thine ; 
And wit; talks mbfl, -when leaft fke has to fay, 
And reafpn. interrupts not her career. 
She'll fay — That jxiifts above the mountains rife 5: 
j^Hd, withaithoufauidpleafantries^amufe; - 
She'll fparkle; puz;^h, flutter, T2a£e ^; ^\i^v 
Aad By. coj2vi<aioD, lu th^ dufti fti^ t^' ^» 



m 



354 ^"' coMPLAnrr^ 

Wit, how delicious to man's dainty tafte t 
*Tis precious, as the vehicle of fenfe ; 
But, as its fubftitute, a dire difeaie. 
Pernicious talent ! flattered by the world. 
By the blind world, which thinks the talent rarev 
Wifdom is rare, Lorenzo ! wit abounds ; 
Psfflion can eive it ; fometimes wine infpire& 
The lucky flafh ; and madnefs rarely faols. 
^Vhatever caufe the fpirit ftrongly ftirs. 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown*. 
For thy renown, 'twere well, was this the worft j 
Chance often hits it ; and, to pique thee more» 
See duUnefs, blund'ring on vivacities^ 
Shakes her fage head at the calamity^ 
Which has expds'd, and let her down to thee» 
But wifdom, awful wifdom ! which infpe^^s, 
]>ifcems, compares, weiehs, feparates, infers^ 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft ;; 
How rare ! in fenates, fynods, ifought in vain ^ 
Or if theiie found, 'tis facred to the few ;. 
While a lewd proftitute to multitudes. 
Frequent, as fatal, wit : in civil life, 
Wit makes an enterprifer ; fenfe, a man* 
Wit hates authority ; commotion loves. 
And thinks herfelf the lightning of the ftorm^ 
In dates, 'tis dangerous ; in religion, death i 
Shall wit turn Chriflian, when the doU believe}' 
Senfe is our helmet, wit is but the pluiBe ; 
The plume ezpofes, ^is our helmet fxves^ 
Senfe is the di'mottd, weighty, folid, foond ^ 
When cut by wit, it cafb a brighter beam i 
YeXa wit apart, it is a di'mond IHIL ' . 
Wit, wldow'd of good fenibi is worfe than noQgfati 
Jr AoiAs mpre fail to tun a^g^mj^ u x^y^ 
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Thus> a lialf-Chefterfield is quite a fool ; 

Whoip duU fools fcom, and blefs dieir want of wit^ 

How ruinous the rock ! I warn thee fhuut 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thecs to thy fate ! 
A. jo^y in which our reafon bears no part. 
Is but a forrow tickling, ere it fUngs. 
Let not the cooings of the wv)rld sulure diee ; 
Which of her lovers ever fonnd her true ? 
Happy! of this bad world vrho little know ! — 
And yet, we much mud kno*w her, to be fafe. 
To know the world, not love? her, is tby point ; 
She gives but little, nor that little long. 
There is, 1 grant, a triumph of the pulfe ; 
Al dance of fptrits, a mere froth of joy. 
Our thoughtlefs agitation's i*dle child. 
That mantles high, that fpar/Vles, and expires^ 
Leaving the ^>m more vapid than bdbre. 
An animal ovation 1 fuch as holds 
No commerce with our reafb: (i, but fuUifts 
On juices, thro* the well-ton' d tubes, welUlrain^d; 
A nice machine ! fcarce ever- tun^d aright ; 
And when it jars — thy Siren js fing no more ; 
Thy dance is done ; the den ii*god is thrown 
[ Short apotheofifi ! ) beneath, the man, 
fn coward gloom immersed or fell d^air. 

Art diou yet dull enoug^| defpair tx> ^read, 
Ind ftartle at deftrttaion ? If thou art, 
Accept a buckler, take it tc» the field ; 
A field of battle is this nn^rtal life !) 
Vhen danger threatens, la y it on &y heart ; 
L iingle fentence proof ag: uaft the world. 
Soul, body, forttme ! er^ rj g*ood pertains 
To one of di^ ; but pri' se not afi. alife*, 
TTbe goods of fortune to ttey ^kj^^'&^'^SSs^^ 

Bodr ^ iiH dad ImI ib^li^siftX^oQ^*^ 
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Would|l thou build lading happinefs ? Do tHis ; " 
Th' inverted pyramid can never (land. 

Is this truth doubtful I it.outfliines the fun; 
Nay, the fun fhines not, but to Ihew u5 this. 
The fingle leffon of mankind on earth. 
And yet — ^yet, what ? no news I mankind is mad ; 
Such mighty numbers lift againft the right, 
(And what can't numbers, when bewitch'd, achieve !) 
They talk themfeilves to fotnething like belief. 
That all earth's joys are theirs : as Athens' fool 
Grinn'd from the port, on ev'ry fslil his own. 

They grin ; but wherefore? and how long the laugh ? 
Half ignorance, their mirth ;• and half> a lie ; ^ 
To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they ixnilei 
Hard either tafk ! the moft abandon'd own. 
That others, if abandon'd, aie undone : 
Then, for themfelves, the moment reafon wakeS) 
(And Providence denies it long repofe) 
O how laborious is their gaiety ! 
They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient fpleen, 
Scarce mufter patience to fuppprt the farce. 
And pump fad laughter, till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I fay ? Some caj^not- fit it out ; 
Oft their own 4^ring hands tlie curtain draw, 
And fhew us wh^X itheir joy, by tb^ir defpair. 

The ^io.t^^ hfdr I gor'd bi^eaft I : jbiafpheming eye ! 

Its impious fury ft ill alive in dfi!^ J^rf . 
Shut, (hut the locking fceae-rr^Ut heav'n denies 
A cover to fuch :guilt ; and fp ftortld naan. 
Look round, Lorenzo ! fee ^h^,reekipg blade. 
The invenom'dvphial, and the fatal ball ; 
The ftrangliiig <:ord, and fufiFo^catingO^jream ; 
The loathfpraerottennefs, and foijl decays 
From raging riot (ilowet Cmddfi^ \^ 
And pride in tiicfe, pcxQi^ ^«3»!si^^^S^\— » 
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How horrid, all to thought !^ — ^but horrors, thefe. 
That vouch the truth ; and aid my feeble fone. 

From vice, fenfe, fancy, no man can be bleu : 
Blifs is too great, to lodge within an hour : 
When an immortal being aims at blifs. 
Duration tseiTential to the name. 
O for a joy from reafon I joy from that, 
Which makes man man ; and, exercis'd aright, 
Will makes him more : a bounteous joy ! that gives. 
And promifes ; that weaves, with art divine, 
The richeft profpedl into prefent peace-; - 

A joy ambitious ! joy in common held 
With thrones ethereal, and their greater far : 
A joy high privileged from chance, time, death,! 
A joy, whidh death (hall double I judgment crown ! 
Crown'd higher, and ftill higher, at each ftagS, 
Thro' bleft eternity's long day, yet ftill. 
Not more remote frotn forrow, thian from him, 
Whofe lavifh hand, whofe love ftupendous, pours 
So much of deity on guilty duft. 
There, O my Lucra ! may I meet thee there, 
Where not thy prefence can improve my blifs ! 

Affedts not this the fg^ges of ^ world ? 
Can nought affe6t them, but wh^t fools them too ? 
Eternity, depending on an hour, > 
Make ferious thought man's wifdom,' joy, a^d praife. 
Nor need you blufh (though fometim^s yoiir defigiis 
May fhun the light) at your defigns on heaven : 
Sole point! where over-bafliful is your blame. 
Are ybu not wife ? — ^You know you are : yet hear 
One truth, amid your num'rous fchen^es, miflaid, 
Or overlooked, or thrown afide, if feen ; 
^ Our fchemes to plan by this world, or the tiert^ 
* Is the ible di^Ference between v^'^ty 'xsA. ^^^^2 
AH worthy men will weigh you ixi Oois it^^ % 
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What wonderi then, if they pronounce you Ught ? 
Is their efteem alone not worth your carie ? 
Accept my fimple fcheme of common fenfe : 
Thus, fave yoiur fan^et and make two worlds your own. 

The world replies not ; — but the world perMs ; 
And puts the caufe off to the longed day^ 
Planning evafions for the day of doom* 
So far, at that re*hearing, from redref^ 
,Tbey then turn wttnefles agatnll themfelves. 
Hear that, X^oi^nzo ! nor be wiie to-morrow. 
Hade, hade I a man, by nature, is in hade ; 
For who (hall anfwer for another hoair ? 
'Tis highly prudent, to inake one fure friend ; 
And that thou can'ft not do, this iide the ikies* 

Ye fons of earth ! (nw willine to be moie I ) 
Since verfe you think from priellcraft fomewhatfree, 
Thus, in an age fo gay, the mufe plain tmjiu [prcfe) 
(Truths, which) at church, you might have heard in 
Hais ventured into light ; well-pleasM the verie 
Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; 
And crown her with your wel&r^s not your praife. 
But praife fhe need not fear : I fee my fate ; 
And head-lox^g leap, like Curtius, down the gulph. 
Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, 
Mud die ; and die unwept ; O thou minute, 
.I>e¥oted page ! go forth among thy foes ; 
Gq9 nobly proud of martyrdom for truth. 
And die a doi^Ie death : mankind, incens'd. 
Denies thee long to live : nor Aalt thou red. 
When thou art dead ; in Stygian fhadesi arraigned 
By liuciftr, as traitor to his th<me ; 
And bold blafphemer of his friendr*^e world ; 
The world, whofc legions cod him flender pay, 
Atid volunteers, aro^un^ Ws ^«wiftx fwarm \ 
•PmdeuU as PruQia, iaxla»t iw\fcx ^>>n^ 
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* Are all, then, fools ? Lorenzo cries.— Yes, all, 
But fuch as hold this dodrine (new to thee ;) 

• The mother of true wifdom is the will ;' 
The nobleft intelled, a fool without it. 
World-wifdom much has done, and more may do. 
In arts and fciences, in wars, and peace ; 

But art and fcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee^ 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. 
This is the moft indulgence can aflFord ; — 

* Thy wifdom. all can do, but — make thee wife.* 
Nor think this cenfure is fevere on thee ; 
Sataxi, thy mafter, I dare call a dunce. 
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As when a traveller, a long day paft 

In pzunful fearch of what he cannot find, 
At night's approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates, a while, his labour loft ; 
Then cheers his heart with what his fate aflFords> 
And chants his fonnet to deceive the time, 
Till the due feafbn calls him to repofe : 
Thus I, long-travell*d in the ways of men, 
And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze, 
Where difappointment imiles at hope's career ; 
Wam'd by the languor of life's evening ray. 
At length have hous'd me in an humble fhed ; 
Where future wand'ring banifh'd from my thought. 
And waiting, patient, me fweet hour of reft ; 
I chafe the moments with a ferious fong. 
Sons; fooths our pains ; and age has pains to footh. 
Wnen age, care, crime, and friends embrac'd at heart, 
Tom from my bleeding breaft, and death's dark fhade. 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th' atherial fire ; 
Caoft thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more ? 
One labour more mdulge 1 &xv Qee^^ xk^ ^x^^\ 
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Till, haply, wak*d by Raphael's golden lyre, 
Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow ceafcj 
To bear a part in everlafting lays ; 
Though far, far higher fet, m aim, I trail, 
Symphonious to this humble prelude here. 

Has not the mufe afTerted pleafures pure, 
Like thofe above i exploding other joys ? 
Weigh what was urg'd', Lorenzo ! fairly weigh } 
And tell me, haft thou caufe to triumph ftill I 
I think, thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bold* 
But if beneath the favour of miftake. 
Thy. (mile's finccre ; not more fmcere can be 
Lorenzo's fmile, than my companion for him. 
The fick in body call for aid ; the iick 
In mind are covetous of more difeafe ; 
And when at worft, they dream themfelves quite wdl* 
To know ourfelves difeas'd, is half our cure. 
When nature's blufh by cuftbm is wip'd off. 
And confcience, deaden'd by repeated ftrokes, 
Has into manners naturaUz'd our crimes ; 
The curie of curfes is, our ctirfe to love ; 
To triumph in the blacknefs of our guilt 
(As Indians glory in the deepeft jet ;) 
And throw aiide our ienfes with our peace. 

But, grant no guilt, no £bame, no leaft alloy ; 
Grant joy and glory, quite uniiilly'd, (hone; 
Yet, (ml, it ill deferves Lorenzo's heart. 
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy (ight, 
But^ through the thin partition of an hour^ 
I fee its £ibles wove by deftiny ; 
And that in forrow bury'd ; tiiis, in (hame ; 
While howling furies ring tJie doleful knell ; 
ind confcience, now fe fo& thou fcarce canft bear 
er whifper, echoes "tec ejwiwjii ^^^jJu 
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Where the prime aftors of the laft yearns fcenes ; 
Theif port fo proud, their bufkin and their plume ; 
How many fleep, who kept the world awake 
With luflre, and with noife 1 Has death proclaimed 
A truce, and hunc^ his- fated lance on high ? 
*Tis brandiihM ftill ; nor fhall the prefent year 
Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
OrTpread of feeble life a thinner fall. 

But needlefs moniiments to wake the thought f 
Life's gayeft fcenes fpeak man's mortality ; 
Tliough in a ftyle more florid, full as plain, '^ 
As maufoleums, pyramids, and tombs. 
What are our nobleft ornaments, but deaths 
Tum'd flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, 
The well-ftain'd canvafs, or the featured ftone ? 
Our fathers grace^ or rather hunt, the fcene. 
Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 

* Profeft diverfioiis ! cannot thefe efcape ?^— * 
Far from it : thefe prefents us with a Ihroud ; 
And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 
As fome bold plunderers, for bury'd lyealth, 
We ranfack tombs for paftime : from ^he duft 
Call up the fleeping hero ; bid him tread 
The fcene for our amufement ; how like gods 
We fit ; and wrapt in immortality. 
Shed gen'rous tears on wretches bom to die ; 
Their fate deploring, to forget our own ! 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of out lives. 
But legacies in bloffom ? our lean foil. 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in vanities, 
From friends interr'd beneadi ; a rich manure ! 
Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; 
Like other worms, fhall we crawl on, ivot VxffS^R 

Our prefent /railties; or appn«Lc\Cm^ ^^x^\ 
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Lorenzo ! fuch the glories of the world ! . 
What is the world itfeff ? thy world ? — A grare. 
Where is the d«fl that has not been alive ? 
The fpade, the plough^ difturb our anceftors ; 
From human mould we reap our daily bread. 
The globe around earth's hollow furface (hakes^ 
And is the ceiling of her deeping Tons. 
O'er devaftadon we blind revels keep ; 
Whole bury'd towns fupport the dancer's beeL 
The moift of human frame the fun exhales ; 
Winds fcatter, through the mighty void, the dry; 
Earth repofleies part of what ine gave» 
And the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire ; 
Each element partakes our fcatter'd fpoils ; 
As nature, wide, our rums fpread ; man's death 
Inhabits all things, but the thought of man. 

Nor man alone ; his breathing bud expires. 
His tomb is mortal ; empires die : where, now, 
The Roman ? Greek i They flalk, an empty name 
Yet few regard them in this ufeful light ; 
Though half our learning is their epitaph. 
When down thy vale, unlock'd by midnight though! 
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 
O death ! I ftretch my view ; what vifions rife I 
What triumphs ! toils imperial ! arts divine I 
In wither'd laurels glide before my fight ! 
What lengths of far-fam'd ages, billow'd high 
With human, agitation, roll along 
In imfubfiantial images of air 1 
The melancholy ghofts of dead renown, 
Whifp'ring fsjint echoes of the world's applau(e» 
With penitential afpedl, as they pafs, 

] point at earth, and hifs at human pride, 

? wifHom of the \y\fe, 2ccw3L^t^T^<£vft^^Xi^ lisa ^rea 
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But, O Lorenzo ! far the reft above^ 
Df ghaiUy natare^ and enormous fize, 
3ne form aflaults my fight, and chills my bloody 
^nd fhakes my frame. Of one departed world 
[ fe^ the mighty fhadow: oozy wreath 
\nd difinal fea-weed crown her ; o'er her urn 
R.eclin'd9 fhe weeps her defolated realms, 
^nd bloated fons ; and, i^eeping, propheiies 
Another's diiTolution, foon, in flames. 
But, like Caflandra, prophefies in vain ; 
[n vain, to many ; not, 1 truft, to thee. 

For, know'ft diou not, or art thou loth to know> 
rhe great decree, the counfel of the fkies ! 
Deluge and conflagration, dreadful pow'rs ? 
Prime minifters of vengeance ! chain'd in caves 
Diftindl, apart the giant furies roar ; 
^part ; or, fuch their horrid rage for ruin, 
[|i mutual cottflid would they rife, and wage 
Eternal war, till one was quite devoured. 
But not for this, ordain'd their boundlefs rage z 
(Vhen heav'n*s inferior inflruments of wrath, 
(Var, famine, peftilence, are found too weak 
To fcourge a world for her enormous crimeSf ' 

rhefe are let loofe, alternate : down they rufli. 
Swift, and tempeftuous, from th' eternal throne, 
^ith irreiifUble commiiSon arm'd, 
rhe world, in vain corre^ed, to deftroy, 
Ajid eafe creation of the fliocking fcene. 

Seeft thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on man I 
The fate of nature ; as for man, her birth. 
Earth's adors change earth's tranfltory fcenes. 
And make creation groan with human^ guilt. 
How muft it groan, in a new deluge whelm'd. 
But not of waters ! at the de&iiCd Viowx, 

Bx t&^ ioiid trumpet funUAou'd xa tllM^ Ocm^i> 
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See, all the formidable fons of fire. 
Eruptions, earthquakes, comets, lightnmgs, phy 
Their Tarlous engines ; all at once difgorge 
Their blazing magazines ; and take, by ftonn. 
This poor terrefbrial citadel of man. 

Amazing period ! -when each mountain-height 
Out-bums Vefttvius ; rocks eternal pour 
Their melted mafs, as rivers once they pour'dv 
Stars rufh ; and £nal ruin fiercely drives 
fter ploughfliare o'er creation ! — ^while aloft^ 
More than aftoniihment ! if more caa be ! 
Far other firmament than e'er was feen. 
Than e'er was thought by man ! far other ftars I 
Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire ; 
Far other fun !-*-a fun, O how unlike 
The babe at Bethle'm ! how unlike the man 
That groan'd on Calvary I — ^yet he it is ; 
That man of forrows ! O how changed I what pomp! 
In grandeur terrible, all heav'n defcends ! 
And gods, ambitious, triumph in bis train. 
A fwift archangel, with his golden wing. 
As blots and clouds, that darken and difgrace 
The fcene divine, fweeps ftars and funs a^de. 
And now, all drofs remov'd, Heav'n'sownptsreday^ 
Full on the confines of our ether, fiames^ 
While, (dreadful contraft ! far, how far beneath!) 
Hell burfting, belches forth her blazing ieas. 
And ftorms fulphureous ; her voracious jaws 
Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this fcene ; die laft 
In nature's courfe ^ the firft in wifdom's l;hought^ 
This ftrikes, if^ught can ftrike thee ; this, awakes 
'^e moft fupine ; this fnatches man from deaths 

ufe, roufe, L.orcni.o> ii«ft| «w\i<Jfiksspw tikfts 

lere truth, the anoSt TaofnftDXJora&Tfvasew «a3!L\w«H 
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Loud calls my findy and ardot wings her flight. 
I find my infpiration in my theme ; 
The grandeur of my fuhjcift' is my mufe. 

At midnight, when mankind is wrapt in peaee^ 
And worldly £mcy feeds on golden dreams ; 
To give more dread to man's moft dreadful houFfv 
At midnight, 'tis prefum'dy this pc^p will hurft 
From tenfold darknefs ; fudden,. as the fpark 
From fmitten fteel ; froni nit'roufr grain, the blace*^ 
Man, (bating irom his couch* fhaill deep no more 1 
The day is broke, which never mof e (hall clofe L 
Above, ax^ound, beneath, amazement all ! 
Terror and glory join'd in their extremes ! 
Our God in grandeur, and our world on fire ! 
All nature (Iruggling in the pangs, of death ! 
Doft thou notSeau- her ? doft thou not deplore 
Her ilrong convulfions, and her fiaal groan ? 
Where are we now ^ Ah me I the ground is gone^ 
On which we flood, Lorenxo ! While thou may'il^ 
Provide more firm fupport, or fink for ever I 
Where ? how ?irom whence ? vain hope ! it is too lately 
Where, where, for fhelter, ihall the guilty fiy» 
When conftemation turns the good man pale I 

Great day I for which sdl othei: dkys were made ;, 
For which earth rofe from chaos, man from eiurth % 
And an eternity, the date of gods, 
Defcended on poor earth-created man. i 
Great day of dread, decifion, and defpair ! 
At thought of thee each fublunary wiih 
Lets go its eager graip, and drops the world ^ 
And catches at each reed of hope in heaven. 
At thought of thee f-^And art thou abfent then i 
Lorenzo 1 no ; 'tis here j— it is begun ;-* 
Already 16 begun the grand a£^^ 

la dice, m aU ; dcftKed tmfeiro^ {czS^fts^ 
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Thtf dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ; 
Foreftalls ;• and by foreftalling, proves it fure. 
Why on himfelf fhould man void judgment pafs I 
Is idle nature laughing at her fons ? 
Who confcience ient, ner fentence will fupport^ 
And God above aiTert that God in man. 

Thrice happy they 1 that enter now the court 
Heav'n opens in their bofoms : but, how raref. 
Ah me ! that magnanimity^ how rare. 
What hero^ like the man who ftands himfelf; 
Who dares to meet his naked heart alone $ 
Who hears, intrepid, the full chaff-ge it brings^ 
Refolv'd to filence Aiture murmurs there ? 
The coward fLies ; and flying, is undone* 
(Art thou a coward ? no :) the coward flies ; 
Thinks, but thinks flightly ; aiks, but fears to know ; 
Aiks, * What i^ truth V with Pikte ; and retires ; 
Di/Tolves the court, and mingles with the throng i 
Afylum fad ! from reafon, hope, and heav'n ! 

Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, 
!For that great day, which was ordain'd for man I 
' O day >of confummation i mark fupreme 
(If men are wife) of human thought ! nor leaft^ 
. Or in the fight of angels, or their King ! 
Angels, whofe radiant circles, height o'er height,. 
Order o*er order riiing, blaze o*er blaze^ 
As in a theatre, furround this fcene. 
Intent on man, and anxious for his fate, 
Angels look out for thee ; for thee, their L«or,B|> 
To vindicate his glory ; and for thee^ ^ 
Creation ^niverfal calls aloud^ 
To dif-involve the moral world, and give 
^ ''^o nature's renovation brighter charms. 

Shall man alone,. ^\jLQ£e i^xa, -^'Vkssfe ^!c»A ^i^s^s^^ 

ngs^ on that hour > e;sd>o^ iX^q\sw\^ '^Sgikp^'Ip^ 
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i think of nothing elfe ; I fee ! I feel it ! 

-All nature, like an earthquake, trembling round I 

J\.ll deities, like fummer's fwarms, on wing ! 

J^U bafking in the fiill meridian blaze ! 

J fee the Judge enthron'd ! the flaming guard I 

The volume open'd ! open'd every heart ! 

A fun-beam pointine out each fecret thought ! 

I^To patrpn ! interceuor none ! now pad 

The fweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 

Por guilt no plea ! to pain, no paufe ! no bound I 

Inexorable, all 1 and all, extreme ! 

Nor man alone ; the foe of God and man» 
Trom his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chain, * 
J^nd rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarr'd^ 
P.eceives his fentence, and begins his hell. 
JVU vengeance paft, now, feems abundant grace i 
Xike meteors in a ftormy fky, how roll 
His baleful eyes ! he curfes whom he dreads ; 
•And deems it the firft moment of his fall. 

*Tis prefent to my thought ! — ^and yet where is it ? 
J^.ngels can't tell me ; angels cannot guefs 
The period ; from created beings lockM 
In dazknefs.. But the procefs, and the place, 
JVre lefs obfcure ; for thefe may man inquire* 
^ay, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears ! ~ 
Great key of hearts ! great finifher of fates ! 
Great end ! and great beginning ! fay, where art thou i 
Art thou in time, or in eternity ? 
Nor in eternity, nor time, I find thee. 
Thefe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all elaps'd, or unarriv'd !) 
As in debate, how beft their pow'rs ally'd 
May fwell the grandeur, or difcharge die wratfaf. 
Of Him, whom both their monaxdiv^ oX^^'^^ 
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Time, xhU vaft fabric for him built (and doon 
With him to fall) now burfting o'er his head ; 
His lamp, the fun^ eztinguifli'd ; from beneath 
The frown of hideous darknefs, calls his fons 
From their lone flumber ; from earth's heaving wc 
To fecond birth ; contemporary throng ! 
Rous'd at one call* upfbuted from one bed, 
Fred in one crouds appall'd whh one amaze^ 
He turns them o'er. Eternity ! to thee. 
Th^n (as a king depos'd difdains to lire) 
He falls on his own fcythe ; nor falls alone ; 
His greatefl foe falls with him ; Time, and he 
Who miirder'd all Time's offspring. Death, expi 

Time was ! Eternity now reigns alone ! 
Awful eternity I offended queen ! 
And her refentment to mankind, how juft ! 
With kind intent, foliciting accefs. 
How often has fhe knock'd at human hearts! 
Rich to repay their hofpitality. 
How often call'd ! and with the roice of God! 
Yet bore repulfe, excluded as a cheat ! 
A dream ! while foulefl foes found welcome the 
A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her £nile 

For, lo i her twice ten thoufand gates thrown ip 
As thricsfrom Indus to the frozen pole. 
With banners, (Ireaming as the comet's blaze^ 
And clarions, louder than the deep in ftorms. 
Sonorous as immortal breath can blow. 
Pour forth their myriads, potentates^ and power) 
Of light, of darknefs ; in a middle fields 
Wide, as creation ! populous, as i^ide \ 
A neutral region ! there to mark th' even^t 
Of that great drama, whofe preceding fcene^ 
Detain'd them clo{e{^i^cax.ac«^^Tc^ ^\sck<^g!cw 
Of ages f rip'xung to iSws ^xto^\*^^.\ 
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h.geSf as yet unnumber'd, but by God ; 
^^bo nowy pronouncing fentence» vindicates 
The rights of virtue, and his own renown. 

Eternity, the various fentence paft, 
/^fligns the fever'd throng diftin^ abodes. 
Sulphureous, or ambrofial : what enfues ? 
rhe deed predominant ! the deed of deeds ! 
Wliich makes a hell of hell, a heaven of heaven. 
The goddefs, with determin'd afped, turns 
Eier adamantine key's enormous fize 
rhro' deftiny's inextricable wards, 
Deep-driving ev'ry bolt, on both their fates. 
Then, fixrni the cryftal battlements of heaven, 
Down, down, ihe hurls it thro' the dark profound. 
Fen thoufand thoufand fathom ; there to ruft, 
\nd ne*er tmlock her refolution more. 
The deep refounds, and hell, thro' all her glooms, 
[Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. 

O iiow uiuike the chorus of the £kies ! 
D how unlike thofe ihouts of joy, that (hake 
The whole ethereal ! how the concave rings ! 
^^or ftrange ! when deities their voice exalt ; 
f\.nd louder far, than when creation rofe, 
To fee creation's godlike aim, and end, 
3o well accomplim'd ! fo divinely clos'd 1 
To fee the mighty dramatift's laft a^^ 
[As meet) in glory rifing o'er the reft. 
Mo fancy'd God, a God, indeed, defcends» 
To folve all knots ; to (hike the moral home ; 
To throw full day on darkeft fcenes of time ; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. 
Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praife, 
rhe charm'd fpedtators thunder their «.^^Vxsxfe\ 
fluid the ra/i void beyo&d) applacofc T^^^'^^'^* 
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What THiK AM I?— 

Amidft applauding wor 
And worlds celeftial, is their found on earth, 
A peevifh, difSbnant, rebellious ftring. 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains i 
Cenfure on thee, Lorenzo ! I fufpend. 
And turn it on xnyfelf ; how greatly due ! 
All, all is right ! by God ordainM or done ; 
And who, but God, refum'd the friends he gay< 
And have I been complaining, then, fo long 
Complaining of his favours ; pain, and death ? 
Who, without pain's advice, would e'er be good 
Who without death, but would be good in vain 
Pain is to fave from pain ; all punilnment. 
To make for peace ; and death to fave from dea 
And fecond death, to guard immortal life ; 
To roufe the carelefs, die prefumptuous awe. 
And turn the tide of fouls another way ; 
By the fame tendemefs divine ordain'd. 
That planted Eden, and high-bloom'd for man, 
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the ikies. 

Heaven gives us fHends to blefs the prefentfc 
Refumes them, to prepare us tor the next. 
All evils natural are moral goods ; 
All difcipline, indulgence, on the whole. 
None are unhappy ; all have caufe to fmile^ 
But fuch as to. themfelves that caufe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottom of our pains ; 
Error in aft, or judgment, is the fource 
Of endlefs fighs : we fm, or we miflake ; 
And nature tax, when falfe opinion ilinc^s. 
Let impious grief be banifhed, joy indulged ; 
But chiefly then, vT\ien ^le€ ^uts in her claimr 
^oy from the joyo\xs, ttec^eoxi^ Vi^xx-^j^^ 
ft Jives in vanity, aA^ ^\^^ \».^^v ^ 



MIGHT THE KINTH* 25J 

Joy amidft iUs» corroborates, exalts ; 

*Tis joy, and conquefts ; joy, and virtue too 

A noble fortitude in ills delights 

Heav'n; earth, ourfelves ; 'tis duty, glory, peace* 

Afflidlion is the good man's fliining Icene ; 

Profperity conceals his brighteft ray ; 

As night to ftars, woe luftre gives to man* 

Heroes in battle, pilots in the ftonn> 

And virtue in calamities, admire. 

The crown of manhoo^ is a winter-joy ; 

An evergreen, that (lands the northern blaft. 

And bloflbms in the rigour of our fate. 

'Tis a prime part of happinefs, to know 
How much unhappinefs muft prove our lot ; 
A part which few pofTefs ! I'll pay life's tax, 
Withput one rebel murmur, from this hour. 
Nor think it mifery to be a man ; 
Who thinks it is, fhall never be a god. 
Some ills we wifh for, when we wifh to live. 
What fpoke proud paflion ? — * f Wifh my being loft I* 
Prefumptuous ! blafphemous ! abfurd ! and fsdfe t 
The triumph of my foul is, — ^That I am ; 
And therefore that I may be— what ? — Lorenzo ! 
Look inward, and look deep i and deeper ftill ? 
Unfathomably deep our treafure runs 
In golden veins, thro' all eternity ! 
Ages, and ages, and fucceeding ftill 
New ages, where tke phantom of an hour. 
Which courts, each night, dull flumber, for repair^ 
Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife, 
And fly thro' infinite, and all unlock ; 
And (tf deferv'd) by HeaVn's redundant love. 
Made half-adorable itfelf, adore ; 

t deferring to th^ fetft'Sid^v 
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And find, in adoraltion, endlefs joy ! 
^Wliere thou, not mafter of a moment herct 
Frail as the flow'r, and fleeting as the gale^ 
iMay'ft boaft a whole eternity, enrichM 
With all a kind Omnipotence can poux^. 
Since Adam fell, no mortal uninfpir'd^ 
Has ever yet conceived or ever (hall. 
How kind is God, how great (if good) is mOn. 
14o man too largely from Heav'n's love can ho] 
If what is hop'd he labours to fecure. 

Ills ? — ^there are none, all gracious I none from i 
From man full many i mun'rous is the race 
Of blacked ills, and thofe inmoortal too. 
Begot by madnefs on fair liberty ; 
Heav'n's daughter, hell-debauch'd ! her hand a! 
Unlocks deftru^ion to the fons of men. 
Fad barr'd by thine ; high-wall'd with adaman 
Ouarded with terrors reaching to this world. 
And cover'd with the tliunders of thy law ; 
Whofe threats are mercies, whofe injundlions, gi 
AiHiling, not redraininff, reafon's choice ; 
Whofe fan^ions, unavoidable refults 
From nature's courie, indulgently reveal'd 
If unreveal'd, more dang'rous, nor lefs fure. 
Thus, an indulgent father warns his fons, 
^ Do this ; fly that' — ^nor always tells the cauie 
Pleas'd to reward, as duty .to his wiU, 
A conduct needfol to their own repofe* 

Great God of wonders ! (if, thy love furvey* 
Anght elfe the name of wondei^ retains) 
What rocks are theie, on which to build our tn 
Thy ways admit no blemifh ; none I find ; 
Or this alone — * that none is to be found.' 
J^ot one, to fofterv cer&M€%\«s^'^ crvxcLf^ 
\^t one, to palliate u^^rficv ^'^^ ^^tK^^xs^ 



NIGHT TH£ NIMTV* 255: 

like a dzmon, iminn'ring^ &cm the dnfl;',. 
; into judgme3it caH her judge — Supreme I 
11 I blefs thee ; xuoft» for die fevere ; 
• de^ath — ^my own at hand — ^the fiery gulph> 
flaming bound of :wrath omnipotent ! 
mders ; — but it diunders to preferve ; 
mgthens what it ilrikes ; its whodefbme dread 
:s the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans 
leaven's fweet hallelujah's in thy praife^ 
: fource of good alone 1 how kind in all ! 
ngeance kind! pain, dezxh, gebennai «av£« 
us, >if» thy World material, snighty Mind ! 
hat alone which folaces, and Inines, 
rough, and gloomy, daallenges our praiie^ 
winter is as needful as ^the ^ring ; 
^nder, as the fun ; a ftag^ate mafs 
ipours breeds a pefHlential air : 
nore propitious the Favonion breeze 
ature's health, than purifying ftorms : 
ir«ad vokano minifters to good, 
lother'd Barnes might undermine the 'world. 
[ ^tnas fulminate in love to man ; 
;ts good omens are, when duly fcan'd ; . 
in their ufe, eclipfes learn to diine. 
m is refponfible for ills receiv'd ; 
3 me caU wretched are a x:hofen band^ 
DQll'd to refuge in the right, for 'peace. 
i iiny^ lift of Uefiings infinite, 
1 this the (oremoft, '*- That my heart, has bled.^ 
(leav'n's laft eflPort of good will to man ; 
1 pam^ean't blefs, heaV'n quits us in.defpair* 
cfatts to grieye» when juft occafion calls, 

.^Xudau 
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Or grieves too muchy deferves not to be blei 
Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart ; 
Keafon abfolres the grief, which reaibn ends 
May heav'n ne'er truft my friend with happ 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well, 
By previous pain ; and made it fafe to fxnile 
Such fmiles are miney and fuch may they re 
Nor hazard their eztin^on, from excefs. 
My change of heart a change of ilyle denuu 
The Confolauoa cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a convert of my mtlty fong. 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclin'd to br 
A panting traveller, foWe rifmg ground. 
Some imall afcent, has gained, he turns him 
And meafures with his eye the various vale, 
The fields, woods, meads, and rivers, he ha: 
And, fatiate of his Journey, thinks o£ home, 
Endear'd by diftance, nor efie<5ts more toil ; 
Thus I, tho' fxnall, indeed, is that afcent 
The mufe has gain'd, review the paths ihe { 
Various, extenuve, beaten but by few : 
And, confcious of her prudence in repofe, 
Paufe ; and with pleafure meditate an endt 
Tho' ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my theme* 
Thro' many a field of moral, and divine. 
The mufe has ftray 'd $ and much of forrow 
In human ways ; and much of falie and vai 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can 
O'er friends deceas'd full heartily fhe wept \ 
Of love divine the wonders (he difplay'd ; 
Prov'd man immortal ; ihew'd the fource o 
The grand tribunal rais'd ; afEgn'd the bou 
Cy human grief; in few, to clofe the whole 
The moral mufe V121S ftv8AoV ^ cmx. -^l ^^swi^jl^ 
Though not in form, tvot 'wViitv ^.^-a.^toa.^'* 
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Of moft our weaknefs needs believe, or do, 
In this our land oif travel, and of hope, 
For peace on earth, or profpedl of the fkies. 

What then remains ? Much ! much ! a mighty debt 
To be difcharg'd : thef^thoughts, O Night ! are thine ; 
Trom thee they came, hke lovers fecret fighs. 
While others flept. So, Cynthia (poets feign) 
In fhadows veil'd, foft-fliding from her fphere. 
Her (hepherd checr'd ; of her enamour'd lefs. 
Than I of thee. — And art thou ftill unfung, 
Beneath whofe brow, and by whbfe aid, I fing ? 
Immortal filence ! — where lb all I begin ? 
Where end ? or how fteal mufic from the fpheres, 
To footh their goddefs ? 

O majeftic Night ! 
Nature's great anceftor ! Day's elder bom I 
And fated to furvive the traniient fun ! 
By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe ! 
A ftarry crown thy raven brow adorns^ 
An azure zone thy waift ; clouds, in heav'n's loom 
Wrought through varieties of ihape and^ fhade. 
In ample folds of drapery divine. 
Thy flowij^g mantle form ; and, heav'n throughout, 
Voluminpufly pour thy pompous train, 
Thy gloomy grandeurs (nature's moft auguft, 
Infpiring aipe<a I) claini s^ grateful verfe ; 
And, like a fable curtain ftarr'd with gold, 
Drawn o*er my labours paft, fliall clofe the fcene. 

And what, O man ! fo worthy to be fung ? 
What more prepares us for the fongs of heaven ? 
Creation of archangels is the theme ! 
What, to be fung, Co needful ? what fo well 
Celeftial joys preparesiis to fuft^n i - ' ^ 
The fovl ofmaiii his f;gw:e defigtfd to &^^ 
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Who gave tbefe wonders to be feen by man. 
Has here a previous fcene of objefts greats 
Oq which to dwell ; to ftretch to that e^^a^fe 
Of thought, to rife to that ^exalted height 
Of admiration, to contradt that awe. 
And give her whole capacities that ftrength^ 
Which bed may ^us^y for final joy. 
The more our fpirks are enlarged on earth. 
The deeper draught ftall they recehrfe <)£ heaven. 
HeavVs king ! whole face ^nveii*^ eonfumtt 
Redundant blils! which fills that mighty void, [bl 
The whole creation lives in huraun^^farts I 
ThoV, who didft tonch the lip of JeflTe's fon. 
Rapt in fweet contemplation of thefe fires. 
And fet his harp in concert with the fpheres.l 
While of thy works material the ftiprfentte 
I dare attempt, affift my daring fong. 
Loofe me from earth'iB indofure, from the fiin's 
Contradled circle fet *ny heart at large ; 
Eliminate my fpirit, give it range 
Through provinces of thought yet ttneicplor'd ; 
Teach me, by this (lupendoUs fcaffolding, 
Creation^s golden fteps, fo didib ta Thbe.# 
Teach me with ait great nature to Mcdtitroul, 
And fprsad a luftre o'er the fiiades <yf night. 
Feel I thy kind aflent? and (hall the fnn 
Be feen at midnight, tifing in my 'A>ng ? 
Lorenzo ! come, and waxiaa thee: ^h6U,^liofe42t 
Whofe little heart, is moored widiin a nook 
Of this obfctti% terreftriad, anchor weigh. 
Another ocean caUs, a iiobter port $ 
I am thy pilot, I thy pro^^tis galo» 
G^nful thy voyage xSLxk^ ^oti a.tutte Miun $ 
Main, without tetisp^^, t^««sj^^^^'»«ft^«t^% 
Ajud whence tbou may Ol Via^otv. ^vstteX ^^-5^ 



And leave to beggar'dmincU die pearl and gold* 
Thy travels doft diou boaft o'er foreign realms ? 
Thou ftranger to the Virorld ! thy tour begin ; 
^Thy tour thro' nature's univerfai orb. 
Nature delineates her whole chaift at large^ 
On foaring fouls^ that fa^ among the fpheres ; 
And man how p^Wiixd, if unkixown the whol^ I 
Who circles fpaqipus. crartb> then travels herey 
Shall own, he nevejr was from hoxpe before. ! 
Come, my* Prometheus, from thy pointed rock 
Of f^lie ambition^ if uncbain'd, we'll njtount ; 
We'll, innocently t ftealceleftial firCj^ 
And kindle our devotion at the ftars :* 
A theft, that ftall not chain, but fet; thee fr^. 

Above our atmofphere's inteftine wars, 
Rain's fountain-head, the ma|;azine of hail ; 
Above the northern nefts of ieather'd fnow% 
The brew of thunders^ and the flaming forge*^ 
That forms the crooked lightning j 'Ipqve Ui^ c^yes 
Where infant tempefl;s wait, tU^r growing yfi^gf% 
And tune their tender voices to th^^t roar, 
Whi^ i3x)n, perha^, fliall ftake a guilty world^ 
Above mifconftru'd omen^ of the fkjp 
Far-travell'd C(W!et$ c^qula^ed bl?;?.e, 
Elance thy thought, and think of more th?i^ mai^^ 
Thy Aul^ till now, qon^afted^ wither'd, Ihrynk^ 
Blighted by. blaft^ pf earth's unwholefom^ air, 
Wiu bloflom her^e ; fpread all her faculties 
To thefe bright ardors y ev'ry ppw'r unfpld* 
And rife jntp fublimities of thought* 
Stars teach, as well a^ fhi^e.. At nature's birtb,. 
Thus, their commifljon ranr-^* Be kind to man** 
Where art th^iii poor benighted, Vi;s|n^V^ \ 

f WitfiX the SVjJfvV^ 
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The ftars will light thee, tho' the moon fliould feiFr 
Where art thou, more benighted ! more aftray ! 
In ways immoral ? the ftars call thee back ; 
And, if obeyed their counfel, fet thee right. 

This prolpedl vaft, what is it ? — ^Weigh'd aright^' 
*Tis nature's fyftem of divinity. 
And ev*ry ftudent of th6 night infpires. 
*Tis elder fcripture, writ by God's own hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by man. 
Lorenzo ! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought nodlumal ! ) I'll point out to thee 
Its various le^ns; fome that may furpriie 
An un-adept in myfteries of night ; 
Little, perhaps, expeded in her fchool. 
Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ftar. 
Bulls, lions, fcorpions, monfters, here we feign j 
Ourfelves more monftrous, not to fee what here 
Exifts indeed ;— <i ledlure to mankind. 

What read we here ? — ^Th' exiftence of a CJod ? 
Yes ; and of other beings, man above ; 
Natives of ether ! fons of higher climes f 
And, what may move Lorenzo's wqnder more^ 
Eternity is written, in the ikies. 
And whofe eternity ? — Lorenzo T thine j 
Mankind's eternity. Nor faith alone, ^ 

Viftne grows here ; here fprings the fbv*reign cure 
Of almoft ev'ry vice ; but chiefly thine ; 
Wrath, pride, ambition, and impure defire. 
^ Lorenzo ! thou canf^ wake at midnight too, 
Tho' not on morals bent : ambition, pleafiire F 
Thofe tyrants I for thee fo* lately fought, 
^Vfford their harrafs'd flaves but flender reft. 

10U, to whom invdm^X. ^^^xKcwyt'alxsaQtiv "^ 
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And the fun's noon-tide blaze, prime dawn of day_ 
Not by thy climatey but capricious crime^ 
Commencing one of our Antipodes ! 
In thy nocturnal rove» one moment halt, 
'Twixt ftage and ftage^ of riot, and cabal : 
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift, 
If bold to meet the face of injured heav'n) 
To yonder ftars : for other ends they fhine. 
Than to light revellers firom (hame to' (hame. 
And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. 

Why from yon arch, that infinite of fpace. 
With infinite of lucid oibs replete. 
Which fet the living firmament on fire. 
At the firft glance, in fuch an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, on man's allonifh'd fight, 
Ruihes Omnipotence ? — ^To curb our pride ; 
Our reafon roufe, and lead it to that power, 
Whofe love lets down thefe filver chains of light ; 
To draw up man's ambition to himfelf ; 
And bind our chade afTedions to his throne. 
Thus the three virtues, leaft alive on earth. 
And welcomed on heav'n's coaft with moil applaufe^ 
An humble, purer, and heav'nly minded heart. 
Are here infpir'd : — and canft thou gaze too long ? 

Nor ftands thy wrath deprived of its reproof, 
Or un-upbraided by this radiant choir. 
The planets of each fyftem reprefent 
Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of rays, received, retum'd ; 
Enlightening, and enlightened ! all, at once, 
Attrading, and attra^ed ! patriot-like. 
None fins againii the welfare of the whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unfelfifh aid> 
A£Ford9 an emblem of xjciVWenmal'Wqe* 
Nothing in nature, juftclx \efc ^oufeVo^^'^pfc^^^ 
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Was c'«r created foWy for itfclf : 

Thus man his fov'reign duty learns in this 

Material pi^lure of benevolence. 

And know, of all our fupercilions race. 
Thou mof^ inflannnable ! thou wafp of men ! 
Man's angry heart, infpefted, would be found 
As rightly fet, as are the ftarry fpheres ; * 

'Tis Nature's ftru^fhire, broke by fti:d>bom will. 
Breeds cdl that uncelefti^ diicord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the bias nature gave ? 
Canft thou defcend from converfe with the &\eSf 
And feize thy brother's throat ? — ^for what,^ — a clo4r 
An inch of earth ? The planets cry, * Forbear.* 
They chafe our double darknefs ; nature's gk>€Mii> 
And (kinder ftill !) oar inteUedtual night. 

And :^e, days amiable fifter fends 
Her invitation, in the fofteft rays 
Ofjihitigated luftre ; courts thy fight. 
Which fuffers from her tyrant-irother's Uaze. 
Night grants thee the full freedom of the ikies^ 
Nor rudely i^epdmands thy lifted eye ; 
With gain, and joy, Ibe bribes thee to be wiie. 
Night opes the nobleft fcenes, and flieds an awe^ 
Which gives thofe vetierable fcenes full weight. 
And deep reception, in the intender'd heart ; 
While light peeps thro' the darknefs, like a ^y ^ 
And darknefs fhews its grandeur by the Hght» 
Nor is the profit greater than the joy. 
If human hearts at glorious objeds glow. 
And admiration can kipite deUght. 

What {peak I more^ ^anl, mis moment feel ^ 
With pleifing ftupor firft the foul is flruck 
{Stupor ordain'd to make laet ttvsl^ -wife \) 

en into tranf{)Ott ftaxtm^ &qk!cv\s«c \3t^EKK»^ 

\ love, and adrnVta^^^oss'^osi^^^ ^k«iv\ 



This gorgeous apparatus ! this dHjplay ! 

This oftentation of creatire power ! 

This theatre ! — ^what eye can take it in ? 

Bf what diyine inchaatenent was it rais'd» 

For minds of the firft magnitude to launch 

In endlefs fpeculation^ and adore ? 

One fun by day, by night ten thousand ihine.; 

And light us deep into the Deity ; 

How boundlefs in magnificence and might ! 

O what a confiuence of ethereal fires. 

From urns unnumbered, down the fteep of heav'tt> 

Streams to a point, and centres in my' fight i 

Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my heart. 

My beart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 

Lays it in duft, and calls tt to the ikies. 

Who fees it unexalted ? or unaw'd ? 

Who kts it, and can ftop at what is &en I 

Material offspring of Omnipotence ! 

Inanimate, all-animating birth ! 

Work worthy him who made it ! wordiy praiie t 

All praife ! praife more than bttmani nor deny'd ' 

Thy praiie divine !-^Bttt the' man, dtown'dinfle€$i^ 

Withholds liis homage, not atlone I wake ; 

Bright legions fwarm unfeen, and &ig» uaheard 

By mort^ ear, the glorious Architcft> 

In this his univerfal temple, hung 

With lufbes, with innumerable lights^ 

That iked religion on the foul $ at oncew 

The temple, and the preacher I O how loud 

It calls devotion \ genuine growth of night I 

Devotion 1 daughter of s&onomy ! 
An undevout afbmamer is mad. 
True ; all things fpeak a God ; b»t m tk<^ inssfiS^ 
Mem trace outhsm ; in great> loe (eixo^ Tscas^\ 
Seizes, smd eZerateB^ and laj^a, axid6!i& 
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2(^4 '^"^ coNSoxirroA; 

With new inquiries^ 'mid aflbciates new; 

Tell mCf ye ilars ! ye planets I tell me, all 

Ye ftarr'd, and planeted inhabitants ! what is it ? 

What are thefe fons of wonder-? Say» proud arch I 

(Wi^thin whofe azure palaces they dwell) 

Built with divine ambition ! in difdain 

Of limit built ! built in the tafte of heaven ! 

Vaft concave ! ample dome ! waft thou defign'd 

A meet apartment for the Deity ?— 

Not fo ; that thought alone thy ftate impairs ; 

Thy lofty finks, and fhallows thy profound. 

And ftreightens thy diffiifive ; dwarfs the whole. 

And makes an univerfe an orrery. 

But when I drop mine eye, and look on mas. 
Thy right regained, thy grandeur is reftor'd, 
O Nature ! wide jBies off the expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir'd. 
The (mitten air is hoUow'd by the blow ; 
The vaft difplofion diilipates the clouds ; 
Shocked ether's billows dafh the diftant ikies ; 
Thus (but far Inore) the expanding round flies oSf 
And leaves a mighty void, a fpacious womb. 
Might teem with new creation ; re-inflam'd 
Thy luminaries triumph, and aiTume 
Divinity themfelves. Nor was it ftrange^ 
Matter high-wrought to fuch furprifing pomp,. 
Such godlike glory, ftole the ftyle of gods, 
!From ages dark, obtufe, and fteep'd in fenfe ; 
For, fure, to fenfe, they truly are divine. 
And half-abfolv'd idolatry from guilt ; 
Nay, tum'd it into virtue. Such it was 
In thofe, who put forth all they had of man 
Unlo&f to lift their \ii«a^x.>Ttfst tsiounted higher^ 
JBut, weak of wmg, otv -^^^axvexa ^^^ ^\ '»st^*^E^ 

What was their.1[iiB^Bt> Taa&.\«^ *^w -^^^e \. 
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Btit they how weak, who could no higher momit f 
And are there, then» Lorenzo \ thofe, to whom 
Unfeeny and unexi(lent» are the fame ? 
And if incomprehenfible is join'd, 
Who dare pronounce it madnefs, to believe ? 
Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 
All meafure in his work ; ftretchM out his line 
So far, and fpread amazement o^er the whole i 
Then (as he took delieht in wide extremes,) 
Deep in the bofom of his univerfe, ^ 
Dropt down that reas'ning mite» that infedt, maiTf 
To crawly and gaze, and wonder at the fcene ?*- 
That man might ne'er prefume to plead amazement 
For disbelief of wonders in himfelf. 
Shall God be lefs miraculous, than what 
His hand has formed ? Shall myfleries defcend 
From unmyfterious ? thinks more ^lerate. 
Be more familiar ? uncreated lie 
More obvious than created, to the grafp 
Of human thought ? The more of wonderful 
Is heard in him, the more we fhould aflent. 
Could we conceive him, God he could not be ; 
Or he not God, or we could not be men. 
A God alone can comprehend a God ; 
Map's diftance how immenfe ! On fuch a theme^ 
Know'^this, Loienzo ! (feem it ne'er fo ftrange) 
Nothing can fatisfy, but what confounds ; 
Nothing, but what aftonifhes, is true. 
The fcene thou feed, attefts the truth I fing» 
And ev*ry ftar flieds light upon thy creed. 
Thefe ftars, this furniture, this coft of heav'n. 
If but reported^ thou hadft ne'er bcliev'd ; 
But thine eye tdls thee, the romai\<ie \% tsxx.^* 
TTie grand of nature is th' Alm\^t^*^ o^Sft.^ 
In resifon^s court, to filence usibi&eS* 
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How mj mindy op'ning at this fcene^ imbibe^' r 
The moral emanations of tlie ikies^ 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefi admires I 
Has trie great Sovereign fent ten thoufand worlds 
To tell us, be i*efides above them all^ 
In glory's unapproachable recels ? 
And dare earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The fumptuousy the magniHc embafly 
A moment's audience ? turn we, nor will hear 
From whom they come, or what they would impa 
For man's emolument ; fole caufe that {loops 
Their grandeur to man's eye ? Lorenzo ! roufe ; 
Let thought, awaken'd, take the light'nings wing, 
And glance from eafl to wefl, from pole to pole* 
Who fees, but is confounded, or conviuc'd i 
Renounces reafon, or a God adores I 
Mankind was ient into the world to &e i 
Sight gives the fcieace needful to dieir peace ^ 
That obvious ic^nce aiks fmall l«Mng's aid«> 
Wouldft thou on metapUyflc pinions ibar ? 
Or wound thy patience ^unid logic thorns i 
Or travel hiftory's enormous round I 
Nature no fuchr hard taik .ei;^oii:^ ; fhe gav^ 
A make to majx dir^^ve of his thought f 
A make fe^ upright pointing to the ftars^ 
As who Ihould fay, * read thy chief leflbn there** 
Too late tp read this manuf<3ript of heaven. 
When like a pa^chment-fcroll, ihrunkup-bj fianofi 
It folds Lorenzo's leijbn from hh fights 

Leflbns how various I not the God aloue^ 
I fee hjsminifters ; I feq^i diffus'd 
In radiant orders, eflencei fubliiQe> 
O/ varicHis o^cesy of ^atvQ\aL&^lume, 
In heav/nly Uven^v^^^v^VjiA"'^^ 
Azure, green^ i5a3T?^> l^^^^v^"^ ^^"^^1 ^K^ 



Or all coinmix* J ; they ftand, with wings outfpreadp 

Liftning to catch the matter's leaft command. 

And fly tliro' nature, ere the moment ends ; 

Numbers innumerable ! — well conceived 

By pagan, and by Chriftian 1 o'er each iphere 

Prefides an angel, to direfl its courfe, 

And feed, or fan its flames ; or to difcharge 

Other high trulls unknown. For who can fee 

Such p6mp of matter, and imagine, mind. 

For which alon,e inanimate was made. 

More iparingly difpens'd ? that nobler Son, 

Far liter ^the great SiliE ! — 'tis thus the ikies 

Inform us of Superiors numberlefs, 

As much, in excellence, above mankind. 

As above earth, in magnitude, the fpheres. 

Thefe, as a cloud of wicnefles, hang o'er us; 

In a throng'd theatre are all our deeds ; 

Perhaps, a thoufand demi-gods defcend 

On ev'ry beam Wfee, to walk with men. 

Awful reflcdion ! ^ftrong reftraint from ill ! 

Yet here, our virtue nnds ftill ftronger aid 
Prom thefe ethereal glories fenfe furveys. 
Someditng, like magic, ftrikes from this blue Vatflt ; 
With juft attention as it view'd ? we feel 
A fudden fuccour, unimplor'd, unthought ; 
Katute herfelf does half the work of man. 
Seas, rivers, mountains, forefts, deferts, rocks. 
The promontory's height, the ^ept^i profound 
Of fi^terranean, excavated grots, 
Black brow'd and vaulted liigh, and yawning wide 
Prom nature's UnKfture, or die fcoop of time 5 
If ampledFxlimenfion, vaft of ilze, ^ 

X'vn thefe an ag|;randizing hnpulfe give ; 
Ofidlemn thouent enthu&aftic W\^x& 
Ev'n ihek ififuie— Bttt "what o£ n^ Vsv; ^SoRSfc'^' 
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Nothing ;— or we muft own the ikies forgot. 
Much lefs in art — Vain art ! thou pigmy power 1 
How dofl thou fwell, and flrut» with human pride 
To fliew thy littienefs ! What childilh toys. 
Thy watry columns fquirted to the clouds ! 
Thy bafon'd rivers, and imprifon'd feas ! 
Thy mountains moulded into forms of men I 
Thy hundred-gated capites ! or.^ofe 
Where three days travel left us much to ride ; 
Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought. 
Arches triumphal, theatres immenfe, 
Or nodding gardens pendant in midair ! 
Or temples proud to meet their gods halfway ! 
Yet thefe affedt us in no common kind 
What then the force of fuch fuperior fcenes ? 
Enter a temple, it will (Irike an awe : 
What awe from this the Deity has built ? 
A good man feen, tho' filent, counfel gives : 
The touch'd fpedator wiihes to be wife : 
In a bright mirror his own hands have made. 
Here we fee ibmething like the face of God. 
Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo ! 
To man abandon'd, ' Had thou feen the fkies ^ 

And yet, fo thwarted nature's kind deiign 
By daring man, he makes her facred awe, 
(That guard from ill) his fhelter, his temptation 
To more than common guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeftial arts intent. The trembling flars 
See crimes gigantic, ilalking through the gloom 
With front ere^, that hide their head by day. 
And making night flill darker by their deeds. 
Slumb'ring m covert, till the fhades defcend. 
Rapine and mui der, link'd, now prowl for prey. 
The miCer earths Kvs ttfe^^wxe \ -axA 'Csv^ ^\r£^ 
Watching the lUoVe, \\^5A>^^'i?:i^\tov sex^ xs^rstcw. 
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iSTow plot«9 sind foul confpiracies, awake ; 

Andy muffling up their horrors from the moon* 

Havock and devaftation they jwepare, 

j^nd kingdoms tott'ring in the field of blood* 

IN^ow fons of riot in mid-revel rage. 

^AThat fhall I do ? — Supprefs it ? or proclaim ? 

*Why ileeps the thunder ? now, Lorenzo ! now^ 

^is beft friend's couch the rank adulterer 
Afcends iecure ; and laughs at gods ^d men. 
Prepoft'rous madmen, void of fear or fhame, 
Lay their crimes bare to thefe chafte^yes of Heaven t 
Yet Ikrinky and ihudder, at a mortal's fight. 
Were moon, and ftars, for villains only made ? 
Tjo guide, yet fcreen them, with tenebrious light ? 
1^0 ; they wjere made to faRiion the fublime 
'Of human hearts, and wifer make the wife. 

Thofe ends were anfwer'd once ; when mortals liv'd 
Of Aronger wing, of aquiline afcent 
In theory fublime. O how unlike 
Thofe vermin of the night, this moment fung^ 
Who xrawl on earth, and on her venom feed ! 
Thofe ancient fages, human ftars J they met 
Their brothers ot the ikies, at midnight hour : 
Their counfel aik'd ; and, what they aik'dj obeyed. 
The Stagirite, and Plato, he who drank 
The poifon'd bowl, and he of Tufcuium, 
With him of Cwduba (immortal names !) 
In thefe unbounded, and Elyfian, walks. 
An area fit for gods, and godlike men. 
They took their nightly round, thro* radiant paths 
By feraphs trod ; inftrudted, chiefly, thus. 
To tread in their bright footfteps here below ; 
To walk in wordi iliU brighter than the ikies. 
There, they contracted their couteixv^x. ot ^'«s^Sx\ 

Of hopes eternal kindled, tlvexe, \ha %x^ \ 
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There, as ip near approach, dicy glowed, and grew 
(Great vifitants ! ) more intimate with Crod^ 
More worth to men, more jojous to diemfelves. 
Thro' various virtues, daey, with ardor, ran 
TThe Zodiac of thetf leam'-d, ilhiftrious lives. 

In Chriflian hearts, O for a Pagan zeal I 
j^ needful, but opprobrious pray'r 1 as much 
Our ardor kfs, as greater is our lig^t. 
How mondrou^thts in morals ! Scarce mor^ ftrasgt 
Would this phenomenon in nature ilrilce, 
A fbn, that froze us, or a ftar, .that warm'd. 

What taught theie heroes of the moral world ? 
To thefe thou giv*ft thy praife, give credit too. 
Thefe do^lors ne^er were pen£on'd to deceive thee; 
And Pagan tutors are thy tafte. They taught, 
That, narrow Tiews betray to mifery i. 
That, wife k is to comprehend the wholes 
That virtue rofe fbotn nature, ponder'd weU» 
The fmgle bafe of virtue built tb heaven : 
That, God, atid nature, our attention claim : 
That, nature is the glafs refleding God. 
As, by the fea, refle^^ed is die fun. 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his fphere : 
That, mind immortal loves inmxortal aims : 
That, boundlefs mind affeAs a boundle^ fpace : 
That vad furveys, and the fublime of ^lungs. 
The foul a^inrilate, and make her great : 
That, therefore, heaven her glories, as a fund 
Of inspiration, thus fpreads out to man. 
Sudi are their do€trineis ; fuch the ni^t inipir'd. 

And what more true ? ^diat truth of greater weigh 
The foul of man was made to walk 4e ikies ; 
Delightful outlet of her prifon here ! 
Inhere, difmcum\iiet^d<tJGttvV^T <3kmltlv^^ ties 
Of coys terrcftriaV fti«i wu x^yi^ ^x\^%^ \ 
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Xt^ere, freefy can refpir^t dUzie^ extend. 
In full proportiqa let loofe all her powers ; 
And undeiudecl, gr^fp ^t fopaething great. 
N5r, as a ftranger, 4pcfi A? wander there ^ 
But, wonderful h^elf, thro* won^^r ftrajs ; 
Contemplatijug their gr4u>4e^> fipd? l^er pw;ii ; 
Dives deq> {n their economy diving, 
Sits high in Judgment oi> t^eir yj^-iovis laws,. 
And, lite a maftqr, ju.dge? npt gniii^ 
Hence .greatly pl^as'd, .and juftly proud, the foul 
Grows cQpipiQUs of .bi^r ;b}rth ceL^ftijal; jhreatl^e^ 
More. life, more vigqur, in, her p^tive nir ; 
And feels .lje.r{e|f at Jipine ^niong the ftf^rs; 
And, feeling, emulfites.ber.cqttntry's praife. 

What. call Wf?, Jh!W>.^« firm^pient, Lqj^cj[\zo ?r- 
As earth the body, iince, the ikies fuftain 
The foul with food, th^t giv^s ||iimoir|i2^ilife. 
Call it, the noble paltm'c of the.n^ii^d ; 
Which thene expatiates, ftrengthens,,aQd exults. 
And riots thrpugh tjie luxyrie^s pf thougjit. 
Call it, the garden of the .Djeity, 
BlofFom'd m\h ftai;^, ^^rfiwjia^t iji jtbegirawfh 
Of fruit aipbroilal; .nioijufn^it to man. 
Call ij,;|l\e brjcaft-pjate of.the true High ?rieft> 
Ardent with gen^s oracul^, that give, 
In poiiits of l^g^ft ipoipieii^rrig^t refpon^j 
And ill, Qeglejfled,. if. we, pri^^ our pea^e. 
Thus, have we.fpjaAfi*^' ;ti^ jai&no}figy ; 
Thii?, i0ffeweCf>iff^ A^m, and noble f^pf^, 

i In w^i^h, alone ilars, gpyei;^, ti;in|2m fates. 

: <!) that the.%rsX^,ip^e,t»y^ f^fg^^'f^) let fall 
Bloodft^e^, ;^,b^yQ^J9,..9p..Wba3ed.r^^f?, 
And refcuM juppi^r9hs frpiji fo blacJ: 3.,2^^.Ui.l 
3ourbon ! diis wijt l^J^ vgWJ^W*^^?^w^ 
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Wouldft thou be greats wouldft thou become a god, 
And ftick xhj deathlefs name among the ftars, 
For mighty conquefts on a needle's point ? 
Inftead of forging chains for foreigners^ * 

Baflile thy tutor : erandeur all thy aim ? 
As yet thou know'it not what it is : haw great. 
How glorious, then, appears the mind of man. 
When in it all t]ie flars, and planets, roll ! 
And what it feems, it is : great obje& make 
Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge ; 
Thofe ftill more godlike, as thefe more divine. 

And more divine dian thefe, thou canft not fee^ 
Dazzled, o'erpow'r'd, witii the delicious draught 
Of mi£cellaneous fplendors, how £ reel 
From thought to thought, inebriate^ without end I 
An Eden, this ! a paradife unloft i 
I meet the Deity in ev*ry view. 
And tremble at my nakednefs before him ! 
O that I could but reach the tree of life ! 
For here it grows, unguarded from our tafle ; 
No flaming fword denies our entrance here ; 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. 

Lorenzo 1 much of mdral haft thou feen. 
Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 
The mathematic glories of the ikies. 
Its number, weight, and meafure, all ordain'd. 
XiOrenzo's boafted builders, chance, and fate. 
Are left to £nifh his aerial towers ; 
Wifdom, and choice, their well-known charaders 
Here deep imprefs; and claim it for their orwn. 
Tho* fplendid all> no Q>lendor void of ufe ; 
Ufe rivals beauty : art contendis witJi pow*r ; 
No waiiton wafte, 2cnv\d. eSbafc «r^«jMie ^ 
The greir Bcononn^ ^yaKov^ ^ ^ 
^o prudent pomp, xaa.^^^«B»^l ^fe. 
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How rich the profped ! and for ever new ! ' 

And neweft to the man that views it moft ; 

For newer ftill in infinite fucceeds. 

Then, thefe aerial racers, O how i(wift ! 

How the fliaft loiters from the ftrongeft firing I 

Spirit alone can diftance the career. 

Orb above orb afcending without end ! 

Circle in circle, without end, inclos'd I 

Wheel within wheel ; Ezekiel ! like to thine ! 

Like thine, it feems a viflon, oi^ a dream ; 

Tho' feen, we labour to believe it true ! 

What iiwolution ! what extent ! what fwarms 

Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immenfely great ! 

Immenfely diftant from each other's fpheres I 

What then, the wond'rous (pace thro' which they roll I 

At once it <fuite ingulphs all human thought ; 

*Tw comprehenfions abfolute defeat. 

Nor think thou feeft a wild diforder here ; 
Thro' this illuftrious chaos to the fight. 
Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reign- 
The path prefcrib'd, inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the lawlefs f^ies of mankind. 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; 

J. What knots are ty- d ! how foon are they diflblv'd. 
And fet the feeming marry'd planecs free ! 
They rove for ever, without error rove ; 
Confufion unconfus'd ! nor lefs adQiire 
This tumult untumultuous ; all on wing !, 

^ In motion, all ! yet what profound repofe ! 

_ What fervid aftion, yet no noife ! as aw'd 
To filence, by the prefence of their Lord ; 
Or hufh'd, by his (ommand, in love to man, 
And bid let fall foft beams on humaa t^&y 
AelUgfs tb&oafelyesn .On yon cerul^^ai'^isosiv v 
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In exultatioh to thieir God, and thme» 
They dance, they fiiig eternal jubilee. 
Eternal celebration c? his praife. 
But, iince theif ^g arrives not at our ear 
Their dance petplexM exhibits to the fight 
Fair hieroglyphic of his peerlefs power. 
Mark, how the latbyrinthian turns they take^ 
The circles intricate, and myftic miaze. 
Weave th6 gtiaid cypher o( Omnipotence; 
To gods, how great 1 how legible to man 1 

Leaves fo noiuch W6nder greater wonder ftill? 
Where ate the fHllars that mpport the &ies ? ^ 
What mdre diaft Adatitean 'fltoulder props 
Th' incuhibent kad ? what magic, what ftrange a 
Ih fluid air theft pond'rousjorbs fuftsuas? 
Who would not think them hung in goldto chains 
And fo diey are ; in the high wSl of Heav'tt, 
Which fites all; slakes adamant of air^ 
Or air of adamant ; makes all of nought. 
Or nought of all ; if fuch the dread decree. 

Imagine froni their deep foundations t(»ti 
The mod gigantic fons of eaxib, the broad 
And tow'nng Alps, all toft into the^a^ 
And, light as ddwti, or volatile asair. 
Their bulks enormous dancing on the -waves^ 
In time, and meafkre, e^(}uifite ; while idl 
The winds, in emotion of the fjphems. 
Tune their totiorovES Isftnotten^s alcA: ; 
The concek fi^dl, ^md ai^aie the ba^. 
Would this^pp^ar ateasing ? What, ^fto, mnoAdSj 
In a far thihi^ <^el»eiit fbHatti'd^ 
And adisg 3ie f^ttteptttt With ^nsimr ftiUy 
More rapid^^^l^et^ ttti^1^\L^^«L<^^ 
More t^tdfiblK^^i^ ^ ^^^v"^^ "^^^ 
ieats fnajefiic»ipTo\iiaLtnvve:c«^^»^^ 
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On which angelic delegates of heavefl^^ 
At certain periods, as the Soy'reign nods, 
Difcharge high.tFufts of vengeance, or of lore ; 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand deiign», 
And a£bs naoft folemn uill more folemnize i 

Ye citizens of air f what ardent thanks. 
What full efiiiiioa q|^he grateful heart. 
Is due §rom man indulged in fbch a fight ! 
A fight fo noble f and a fight fo kind ! 
It drops new truths at ev'ry new forvey f 
Feels not Lorenzo fomething ftir within. 
That fweeps away aU period ? As thefe fpheres- 
Meafiire duration, they no lefs infpire 
The godlike hope of ages without end, 
The bqnaidtefs fpace, thro' which thefe rovers take 
Their reftlefs roam, fuggefts the fitter thought 
Of boundlefs time. Thus, by kind nature's &XI^ 
To man unlaboured, that important gueft,. 
Eternity, finds entrance at the fight : 
And skv eternity, for man ordain'd, 
Gr thefe his deftin'd midnight counfellors^. 
The ftars, had never whifper*d it to man. 
Nature informs, but ne'er infults, her fons. 
Could fhe then kindle the moft ardent wiXb 
Tk> diiappoint it ? — ^that is blafphemy. 
Thus, of thy creed a iecond article, 
Momentoi2s, as the eziftence of a God,- 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought ;' 
And thou may'ft read thy foul immontal, here^ 

Hffl?e, t^en^ Lorenzo } on thefe glories dwellj; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated j roo^ 
That calls the wretched gay to dark d^lighcsv 
JS.ffembKes ? — ^This is one divinely Hri^tv 
Here, imendanger'd in hesdth, -weaiVxh^ w feccMsv 
JioDge tbrcf tbe fefreft, and die 5roix».-a fefct^- 
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He, wife as thou, no crefcent holds fo faif^ 
As that, which on his turhan'awes a world ; 
And dunks the moon is proud to copy him. 
Look on her, and gain more than worlds can gi^ 
A 'mind fuperior to the charms of power. 
Thou muffled in delufions of this life i 
^an yonder moon turn ocean u|^his bed. 
From fide to fide, in conflant ^b, and flow. 
And purify from flench his wat'ry realms ? 
And fails her moral infhience ? wants (he power 
To turn Lorenzo's flubbom tide of thought 
From flagnating on earth's infecSled fhore. 
And purge from nuifance his corrupted heart ? 
Fails her attradion when it draws to heav'n ? 
Nay, and to what thou valu'fl more, earth's joy i 
Minds elevate^ and panting for unfeen. 
And defecate from fenfe, alone obtain 
Full relifh of exiflence, undeflower'd. 
The life of life, the zeft of worldly blifs. 
All elfe on earth amounts — to what ? to this t 
* Bad to be fuflFer'd 5 bleffings to be left.* 
Earth's richefl inventory boafls no more. 

Of higher fcenes be, then, the call obeyed. 
O let me gaze ! — Of gazing there's no end. 
Oh let me think ! — Thought too is wilder'd here 
In midway flight imagination tires ; 
Yet foon reprunes her wing to foar anew. 
Her point unable to forbear, or ^ain ; 
So great the, pleafure, fo profound the plan ! 
A banquet, this, where men and angels, meet. 
Eat the fame manna, mingle earth, and heaven* 
How diftant fome of thefe nodhimal funs I 
So diflant (fays th^ fs^ge*) 'twere not abiVird 
To doubt, if beams, fet o\3X -ax taxxa^^ ^Vwtvii^ 
Are yet arrW d ^ xVu^ fc ioxev^ N?Q,iv^ \ 
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Tho* nothing half fo rapid as their ffiehu 

An eye of *awe and wonder let me rofl. 

And roll for ever : who can fatiate fight 

In fuch a fcene ? in fuch an ocean wide 

Of deep aftonifhment ? where depth, height, breadtb> 

Are loft in their extremes ; and where to count 

The thick-fown glories.in this field of fire. 

Perhaps a feraph^s computation fails* 

Now, gOf ambition ! boaft thy boundlefs might 

In conquefl o'er the tenth part of a grain. 

And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles. 
To give his tott'ring Jaith a folid bafe. 
Why call for lefs than is already thine i 
Thou art no novice in theology ; 
What is a mir3.cle ! — ^'Tis a reproach, 
'Tis an implicit fatire, on mankind ; 
And while it fatjsfies, it cenfures too* 
To common fenfe, great Nature's courfb proclaims 
A Deity : when mankind falls afleep, 
A ];niracle is fent, as an alarm, 

■• To wake the world, and prove him o'er again, 
By recent argument, but not more ftrong. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power. 
Or nature's laws to fix, or to repeal ? 
To make a fun, or ftop his mid-career ? 

^ To countermand his orders, and fend back 
The flaming courier to the frighted eaft, 
Warm'd, and aflonifh'd, at his ev'ning ray ? 
Or bid the moon, as with her journey tir'd. 
In Ajalon's foft, flow'ry vale repofe ? 

** Great things are tliefe ; flill greater, to create. 

^ From Adam's bow'r look down thro' tlie whole train 
Of miracles ; — ^refiftlefs is their pow'r ? 
They do not, cannot, more amaze ti\e xcv\\A^ 

TJian this, caU'd umniraculou^ tui^e^^ 
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If duly wttgW, if ratiorftaliy fe^, H 

If feen with human eyes. The brtrte, indeefcf, | S 

Sees nought but fpangki here ; the' fool, no in^oit^ 

Say'ft thou, * the courfe 6f ^ture goviems all ? 

^he courfe of natur* is the art of Grod. 

The tturaeles ^u call'ft foi', th» atteft ; 

For fay ; could nature, nature's cofhcft cotttt6tA t 

But, miracles apart, who fees HtM ttot. 
Nature's conftx^uler^ author^ gtiide, and end T 
Who turns* hh eye oft nature's midnight fa«e> 
But muft inquire — * What hand behind tht feexid^ 

* What arm ahnighty^ put thefe wheeling globei 

* In motion, and wound up the vaft machine ? 

* Who rounded in his palm thefe fpacious orbs ? 

* Who bowPd them flaining thro^ the dark ptofbtnoi^ 

* Numerous as glitt'ring gems of morningdew, 

* Or fparks from populous cities in a l^^e^ 

* And {et the bofom of old night on fire ? 

* Peopled her defert, and made hoiror imile P 
Or, if the military ftyle delights thee, 
(For ftars have fouj^ht then: bitdes, lea^M with ttta) 

* Who marflials this bt-ight hdft ? ^nrofis then- nameil 

* Appoints their poll, ifheir marches, atid returns^ 

* Pun^ual, at dated peridds ? Who difbands 

* Thefe vet'ran troops, then- fihkl duty dolie, 

* If e'er difbanded ?'— HEj whofe pdtent vi^^. 
Like the loud trumpet, lery^d firft theit pdii^TS 
In night's inglorioits empfte^ where they flept 
In beds of darkneft ; armM thferti wiA fierce fiatti^ 
Arranged and difciplin'd, slnd clothed iit gold ; 
And calPd them out of chao» to the field, 
Where now they war With vice and uitbelief^ 
O let us join this army \ joining thefe. 
Will give us hearts mtrep\d> ^x. ii\i^t\*peft\ . 

When brighter flames fti23cL cvit^ ^Sa«Vs* tix^^-sj 



When thefe ftroxlg; d^xfionftnidotis of ft Gcd 

Shall hide their heads, or tumbk fi^m their ^bersv 

And one efternai curtain cover alt I 

^ttvtck a€ that thought, as new-awak'^d, I lift 
A more enlighten^ eye, and read the ftavi 
To man ^!ill tnore propitious $ said their- aid 
(T^bo' guiklefs of idolatry) implsore %^ 
Nor longer rob them of iktir nobleft itame. 
O ye dividers of my time I Ye bright 
Accomptants of my dsy§, a«d moriths, tnd 7eal%, 
In your fair kalendar diftindtly marked I 
Since^ thtft authentic, radiant regiftef , * 
Tho, man infptf ^s it not, ftands good againd: him f 
Since y6u, athi years, roll on, tho' man (lands ftiH f, 
Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling hetet to Wifdom •,. now beyond 
All fhadows of e«i?tife for fooling on* 
Age fmooths our path to prudenoe ; fweeps aAde* 
The fnares i^eti appetite and paffion fpxiead 
To catch flray fouls ; and woe to that grey head^, 
Whofe folly would undo, what age has done t 
Aid, thka^ aid) all ye Aars t-^Much rather, TtOAii, 
Great AnTiiTi Thou^ wh<^ finger fet Aright 
This ezquifite machine, widi idl its wheels^ 
Tho' int^^t)Wdi ex^t&. ; knA pointing ovH: 
Life's rapid, ftnd ixrevof^able flight, 
V^th iCUeli ^ 4ndi^ fan*, fts none can ttrift. 
Who lifts an eye, nor Ueeps till it is clo^'^. 
Open miAeeye, dread D^iry f to read^ 
The taek dofeifee of thy works j to fee 
Things as ^Qofej itttf Malter'd thro^ die gli^s; ^ 
Of worldly wi(hes< Time, eternity I 
('Tis thefe^ rtMtnei^ar'di tmn ali manfkind)» 
Set %hc^ b«itfi8^» ^e ; ktmel»f ^tiMfcaVyc^ 
Ja equal fade, and leitida^ 4MKt -vwiou^ ^^v^^gos^ 



I 



^80 THE CONS»LATrOl»» 

Let dmeapipeaf a moment^ as it is ^ 
And let eternity's full orb, at once, 
Turn on mj foul, and flrike it into heaven* 
When fhall I fee far more than charms me now i 
Gaze on creation's model in thy bread- 
Unveil'd nor wonder at the tranfcript more ? 
When, this vile, froreign, duft, which fmothers a 
That travel earth's deep vale, ihall I ihake o£f» 
When (ball my fool her incarnation quit. 
And re-adopted to thy bleft embrace. 
Obtain her apotheoils in Thbe ? 

Doft think,'Lorenzo ! this is wand'ring^ wide I 
1^, 'tis diredily ftriking at the mark ; 
To wake thy dead devotion * was my point ; 
And how I blefs night's confecrating fhadesy 
Which to a temple turn an univerfe ; 
Fill us with great ideas, full of heav'n. 
And antidote the peililential earth I 
In ev'ry ftorm, that either frowns, or falls, 
W^at an afylum has the foul in pray'r ! 
And what a fane is this, in which to pray ! 
And what a God mufl dwell in fuch a fane I 
O what a genius muft inform the (kies I 
And is Lorenzo's falamander-heart. 
Cold, and untouch'd, amid thefe facred fires? 
O ye nodlumal iparks ! ye glowing embers. 
On heav'n's broad hearth ! who burn, or bum no n 
Who blaze, or die, as great Jehovah's breath 
Or blows yeu, or forbears ; afiifl my fong ; 
Pour your whole influence ; exorcife his heart. 
So long.poflefl ; and bring hin^ back to maiu 

And is Lorenzo a demurrer flill ? 
Pride in thy parts provoke thee to conteft 
Truths, wluch, coxjXft&edv^\iX\!K^ ^^s^&XA {tiame 
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Nor fhame thby more Lorenzo's head than Beart ; 

A faithlefs heart, how defpicably fmall ! 

Too ftreight, aught great, or gen'rous, to receive I 

FilPd with an atom ! fiU'd, and foul'd, with felf I 

And felf-miftaken ! felf, that lafts an hour 1 

Inftinfbs and pafHons, of the nobler kindy 

Lie fu£Focated there ; or they alqn^, 

Keafon apart, would wake high hope ; and opeiit 

To ravifh'd thought, that intelle^ual fphere, 

Where order, wildom, goodnefs, providence 

Their endiefs miracles of We difplay, 

And.promife all the truly great defire. 

The mind that would be happy, muft be great ; 

Great in its wifhes ; great in its furveys. 

Extended views a narrow mind extend ; 

Pufh out its corrugate, expanfive make. 

Which ere long, more than planets fhall embrace^ 

A man of compafs makes a man of worth j 

Divine contemplate, and become divine. 

As man was inade for glory and for blif% 
All littlenefs is an approach to woe ; 
Open thy bofom, fet thy wifhes wide, 
- And let in manhood ; let in happinefs ; 
Admit the boundlefs theatre of thought 
From nothing, i^) to God ; which makes a man* 
Take God from nature, nothing^ great is left j 
Man's mind is in a pit, and noming fees ; 
Man's heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. 
Emerge from thy profound ; ered thine eye; 
See thy diftrefs ! how clofe art thou befieg'd I 
Befieg'd by nature, the proud fceptic's foe ! 
Inclos'd by thefe innumerable worlds. 
Sparkling conviction on the darkeft mind. 
As in a golden not of Providence^ 
How art tbQj\ caught, f\«r« capiat^ oi\j^^^^ 
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FrGsn tKis t&y Ueft captiyity, jAvtx zrti 
What blafphemy to reafbn* &ts thee fk^ee f 
This fccse is HJsasrV* kadal^ent Tidefice : 
Csmft tfaoix bear op a^nft mis tide of glory T' 
What is inurth bofoAi'd in thole andMent orbs» 
But faith, is Goo iiiipos'd» and prefs'd on nm.$ 
Par'fl thou ftill litigate thj dej^'rate caiafe^ 
Spite o£ i^idGe wsxtfycnBf asvfi^y ^tneile% 
And donbt die di^fidon of the ikies ^ 
O how khocioiis is thy way to rain I 

Laborious ? 'tis impn^cafale quite ; 
To fink beyond a donbty m this debate. 
With att his weiglit of wifdom^ and of will^ 
And crime flagitious^ 1 defy st fooL 
Some wifh they did ; but no man dtAeUeres*. 
God is a fpirk; ^irit cannot ftrike 
Tbefe gro6, material orgais ; God l^ man 
As much is'iecn, as. man a Gob can fee. 
In thefe aftoaifliiDg- exploits «f power. 
What ordez^ beauty, motion, diftance^ fize 1 
Goncertion of defiga, bow ezquifite i 
How complicattv m their divine poHce ! 
Apt means i' great endlB f" coofent to gea'ral good t 
Each attribute of thefe material gods^ 
So long {and that with ipedous pleas) adcn^d, 
A fep'rate een<|Beft gains o'er rebel thoiaght ; 
Alid leads ja tri«mi£ the whole mind of man. 

Loreazo !■ lids may !feem harangue to thee ;. 
Such all is apt to feeni, that thwarts our wiH«. 
And doft thou, dien, demand a fimple proof 
Of this great mafter-moral of the &tesy 
Unikill'd, or difinclin'd, to read it dterc I 
Since 'tis tbe haSu^ and all <drops without i^ 
Take it, in one cox&i^^d&^iax^^^sfikODaaiii^. 
Such pirooCiii&fibMni ?3ft^iKSK^s^^^^ 



*Twill not make oxtfi amid a mob of though^ 
.^Ady for thy notice, ftruggle with the woi4d« 
^Hetire ; — ^the world fliut out ; — ^tby thoughts call 
- Imagination's airy wing reprefs:; — X^^^^^'^"^ 

-L.ock up thy fenfes ;-— let no paffion ftir ;— • 
•Wake sdl to reafon ; — ^let her reign alone ;— 

'Theay in thy foul's deep filencey and the depth 
^Of nature's filencey midntghty thus inquire. 

As I have done; and fiuul inquire no more.. 

Jn nature's channel, thus the quefUons run. 

* What am I ? ahdfrom whence? — 1 nothing kaoti;* 

* But that I am;; and, iince I am, conclude 

* Something eternal : had there «^er been. nought* 

* Nooght ftUl had been. : eternal there muil be. 
■^ But what eternal ?— Why not human race ? 

* And Adam'« anceAors without an end ?— * 

'* That's, hard ito be conceiv'd.; fince ev'ry link 

* Of that long«chain!d ^cceffion isifo frail j 

* Canev^ry part depend and not the whole ? 
^ Yet grant' it true ; new difficulties rife.; 

■* I'm flill quite out at fea ; nor fee the AorOb ' 

* Whence earth, and thefe bright orbs ?^-tetenudtoa? 
^ Grant matter was eternal; ilill thefe orbs 

* Would want fame other father ; — much defign 

* Is feen in all their motions, all their makes ; 
i^ Defign implies intelligence, and art.: 

'^ That can't. be from tnem&^ves— or xnian ; that axt 
' * Man Xcaxr e can comprehend, eesild : man beftosr i 
^^ And nothing greater, y«t4illow'd» than man.-**^ 

* Who, motion, foieffn to the imalleft grain, 
"< Shot thro' Taft ma£s o£ enormous weight ? 

* Who bid brute mattet^s Teftire lun^ aimnie 

* Such various forms, and gare it 'winst to -Q^t 
' Has mattttP ixjnate motion \ i3Aft% «3^ ^»s«Wv 

^ A/Terting its indifpotabte :n^t 
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To dance, would form an untverfe of duft : 
Has matter none ? Then whence thefe glorious form 
And boundlefs flights^ from fhapelels, and repos'd 
Has matter more than motion ? Has it thought. 
Judgment, and genius ? Is it deeply leam'd 
In mathematics ? Has it fram'd fuch laws, 
Which^ but to guefs, a Newton made immortal ?- 
If lb, how each fage atom laughs at me. 
Who think a clod inferior to a man I 
If art, to form ; and coimfel, to conduct ; 
And that with greater far, than human (kill ; 
Refides not in each block ; — a Godhead reigns.- 
Grant, then, inviiible, eternal, Mind ; 
That granted, all is folv'd. — But, granting that, 
Draw I not o'er me a ftill darker cloud ? 
Grant I not that, which I can ne'er conceive ? 
A being without origin, or end ! — 
Hail, human liberty ! there is no God— - 
Yet, why? on either fcheme that knot iubfifts; 
Subfift it mufl, in God, or human race ; 
If in the lad, how many knots befide, 
Indiffoluble all ? — why chufe it there. 
Where, chofen, dill fubfiil ten thoufand more ? 
Rejedk it, where, that chofen, all the reil 
Difpers'd, leave reafon's whole horizon clear ? 
This is not reafon's di(5tate ; reafon fays, 
Clofe with the fide where one grain turns the fcale 
What vaft preponderance is here ! Can reafon 
With louder ^oice exclaim — Believe a God I 
And reafon heard, is the fole n:iark of man. 
What things impofiible muft man think true^ 
On any other fyftem ! znd how ftrange 
To difbeUeve, thro* tnet^ ct^^xjiaJcj K* 
If, in this .c\iam» "Lotcwlo ^tv^"s» \tfi ^^ ^ 
^ Xet it for ever btoid V\m xo \>€w*- , 
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And where the link, in which a flaw he finds ? 
Andy if a God there is, that God how great ! 
How great that pow^r, whofe proTidential care 
Thro* thefe bright orbs dark centres darts a ray i 
Of nature umrerfal threads the whole ! 
And hangs creation, like a precious gem, 
Tho' little, on the footflool of his throne ! 

That little gem, how large ! A weight let fall 
From a fizt Har, in ages can it reach 
This diftant earth ^ Say, then, Lorenzo ! where» 
Where, ends this mighty building ? where, begia 
The fuburbs of creation ? where the wall 
Whofe battlements look o'er into the vale 
Of non-eziftence ? Nothing's flrange abode 1 
Say, at what point of fpace Jehovah dropp'd 
'His flacken'd line, and laid his balance by ; 
Weigh'd worlds, and meafur'd infinite, no more ? 
Where, rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extra-mundane head ? and fays, to gods. 
In charadlers illuftrious as the fun, 

• I (land, the plan's proud period ; I pronounce 

* The work accomplifh'd ; the cteation clos'd : 
^ Shout, all ye gods ! nor fhout, ye gods alone ; 
^ Of all, that lives, or, if devoid of life, 

• That refts, or rolls, ye heights, and depths, refound ! 

* Refound i refound ! ye depths, and heights, refound I 
Hard are thofe quefiions ! — anfwer l^der ftilL 

^s this the fole exploit, the fingle birth» 

The folitary fon, of pow'r divme ? 

Or has th* Almighty Father, with a breath, 
Impregnated the womb of diftant fpace ? 
Has he not bid, in various prqirinces. 
Brother-creations the dark bowels Wt& 

^f night primaeval ; barren, no^, tvo xftot^X 

And he, tie central /un, ttaiifplerciTvt 'iSL . 



Thofe gumt-^neratioB^ vhlcb difport, 
•And dance, a>s motes, in his inendiaa raf ; 
'That ray withdrawn* b«iighle4, or abfoifc'df 
In that abyls of horror, whence they fpriing ; 
While chaos triumphs, repofleft of all 
Rival creation raviih'd from his ito-one i 
Chaos ! of nature both tthe womb, and gm»e \ 

Think'ft thou, my fcheme, Lorenso, iCpneads 
Is this extravagant ?— No ; this is juft^ £wi 

. Juft, in conjedture, iho' 'twere falft in fadl. 
If 'tis an erriar, 'tis an error fpnai\g 
From noble root, high tbought -of the Mosr Hu 
But wherefore -error ? who .can ,prov.e it iwh i 
He that can fet Omnipotence a bpqnd* 
Can man conceive beyond what God .C3.a d^i 
Nothing, but quite impoffible, is hard, 
lie Summons into being, with like:e;}fet 
A whole creation, and a iingle grain. 
Speaks he the word ? a thoufand iworlds sae bom 
A thoufand worlds ? There's fpaceforoaruUipsk^ mi< 
And in what ^aoe can his great rfiat fail ? 
Condemn me aotfcold critic ! but indulge 
The warm imagination : why condemn ? 
Why not indulge fuch thoughts, as fwell picr be^ 
With fuller admiration of diat pqwV, 
Who^ves our be^ts with fuch high ^piigh^ tpA 
Why notindidge.in his augmented pn^e i 
Darts not his ^(sery a fttU brighter x^y» 
The lefs is left to chao5» and the nsaJms 
Of hid^ns flighty where fiincy ftnafys .cighafl i 
And, tho' mcift udkativef maJbs np 'i^on ? 
Still feems my thpugl);t«n9rmo»iS i itbinic lagsisLy 
JEJxperience 'f^ tbaS. ^&\\)s^ V^ym& Wief» 

ifave they BjaJ;\«A wm^^ ^fi«e «aSiS«!&fe^^ 
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Of fine-fpun nature, exquifitely fmall, 
And, tho' demonftrated, ftill ill-conceived ? 
If, then, on the reverfe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude; what mind can mount too far. 
To keep the balance, and creation poife ? 
Defed alone can err on fuch a theme ; 
What is too great, if we the caufe furvey ? 
Stupendous Architect ! -thou, thou art all ! 
My foul flies up and down in thoughts of thee, 
And finds heifelf but at the centre dill ! 
I, AM, thy name ! exiftence, all thine own ! 
Creation's nothing ; flatter'd much, if ftyl'd 
* The thin, the fleeting atmolphere of God.' 

O for the voice — of what ? of whom ? — v/hat voice 
Can anfwer to my wants, in fuch afcent, 
As dares to deem one univene too fmall ? 
Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now fancy glows, 
Fir'd in the vortex of almighty power) 
Is not this home creation, in the map 
Of univerfal nature, as a fpeck. 
Like fair Britannia in our little ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its fize. 
But, elfewhere, far out-meafur'd, far oiit-ihone ? 
In fancy (for the faft beyond us lies) ^ 
Canft thou not figure it, an ifle, almdfl: 
Too fmall for notice, in the vaft of being ; 
Sever'd by mighty feas of unbuilt fpace. 
From other realms ; from ample continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell ; 
Lefs northern, lefs remote from Deity, 
Olowing beneatti the line of the Supreme ; 
Where fouls in Excellence make hafte, put forth 
X.uxuriant growths ; rior the late autumn wait 
Of human worth, but ripetv footi to ^ods.1 

Yet why drown fancy itv Cxxda. de^'Qci'^ ^s^ •3cl€r.\ 
U 
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Return, prefumptuous rover ! and confefs 
The bounds of man ; nor blame them, as too fin; 
Enjoy we hot full fcope in what is feen ? 
Full ample the dominions of the fun ! 
Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide. 
The matchlefs monarch, from his flaming throne] 
Lavifli of luftre, throws his beams about him, 
Farther, and fafter, than a thought can fly. 
And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! 
This Heliopolis, by greater far, 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built ; 
And he alone, who built it, can deftroy. 
Beyond this city, why ftrays human thought ? 
One wonderful, enough for man to know ! 
One infinite, enough for man to range ! 
One firmament, enough for man to read ! 
O what voluminous inftru<5lion here ! 
What page of wifdom is deny'd him ? None ; 
If leamine his chief leflbn makes h im wife. 
Nor is inftrudion, here, our only gain ; 
There dwells a noble pathos in the fkies. 
Which warms our paffions, profelytes our hearts. 
How eloquently fhines the glowing pole ! 
With what authority it gives its charge, 
Remonftrating great truths in ftyle fublime, 
Tho' filent, loud ; heard earth around ; above 
The planets heard ; and not unheard in hell ; 
Hell l^as her wonder, tho' too proud to praife. 
Is earth, then, more infernal ? has fhe thofe. 
Who neither praife (Lorenzo !) nor admire ? 

Lorenzo's admiration, pre-engag*d. 
Ne'er afk'd the moon one queftion j never held 
Lead correfpondence with a fingle ftar ; 
Nie'er rear'd an aYvai to \!tve ojo^^e^ c^^ W^ajrea 
Walking in bnghtiirfs •, ot \v^t Xx-iva •sA'cse ^ 
^heir fublunary xW^LUVweVi^^^^sw^^ 
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EngrofsM his xvhole devotion ; ftars malign, 

Which made their fond aftronomer run mad ; 

Darken his intelledt, Corrupt his heart ; ^ 

C^ufe him to facrifice his fame and peace 

To momentary madnefs, calPd delight. 

Idolater, more grofs than ever kils'd 

The lifted hand to Luna, or pour'd out 

The blood to Jove ! — O Thou, to whom belongs 

All facrifice ! O thou great Jove unfeign'd ! 

Divine inftrudbor ! thy firft volume, this, 

For man's perufal ; all in capitals ! 

In moon, and ftars, (and heav'n's golden alphabet!) 

£mblaz'd to feize the fight ; who runs, may read ; 

Who reads, can underftand. *Tis unconfin'd 

To Chriftian land, or Jew'ry ; fairly writ, 

In language univerfal, to mankind : 

A language, lofty to the learn'd ; yet plain 

To thofe that feed the flock, or guide die plough. 

Or, from its hufk, ftrike out thei|punding grain. 

A language, worthy the great Mind, that fpeaks! • 

Preface, and comment, to the facred page I 

Which oft refers its reader to the (kies, 

As pre-fuppofing his firft lefTon there. 

And fcripture-felf a fragment, that unread, 

ew Stupendous book of wifdom, to the wife ! 

bat Stupendous book ! and open'd, Night I by thee. 

=ili By tliee much open'd, I confeii, O Night ! 

asi Yet more I wifh ; but how (hall I prevail ? 

=r Say^- gentle Night ! whofe modeft, maiden beaihs^ 

5 ^ Give us a new creation, and prefent 

"The world's great pi<flure foften'd to the fight ; 

^' l^ay, kinder far, far more indulgent ftill, 
Say, thou, whofe mild dominion's filver ke^ 
XJnlocl.s our hemiiphere, and fets to V\«w 
yVorUs beyond number ; worlds couce^3k^V| ^ 

1/ a . . 
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Behind the proud, and envious ftar of noon ! 
Canfl: thou not draw a deeper fcene ? — and fhew 
The mighty Potentate, to whom belong 
Thefe rich regalia pompoufly difplay'd 
To kindle that high hope ? Like him of Uz, 
I gaze around ; I fearch on ev'ry fide— 

for a glimpfe of him my foul adores 1 
As the chas'd hart, amid die defert wafte, ^ 
Pants for the living flream ; for him who made heri I 
So pants the thirfly foul, amid the blank I 
Of fublunary joys. Say, goddefs ! where ? 
"Where,blazes his brightcourt? where bums his throne? 
Thou know'ft ; for thou art near him ; by thee,rowid 
His grand pavilion, facred fame reports 
The fable curtain drawn. If not, can none 
Of thy fair daughter-train, {o fwift of wing. 
Who travel far, difcover where he dwdUs ^ 
A ftar his dwelling pointed out below. 
Ye Pleiades ! Ar6b|j^s ! Mazaroth ! 
And thou, Orion ! of ftill keener eye ! 
Say ye, who guide the wilder'd in the waves. 
And bring them out of tempeft into port ! 
On which hand muft I bend my courfe to find him! 
Thefe courtiers keep the fecret of their King 5 

1 wake whole nights, in vain, to fteal it from them. 

I wake ; and waking, climb night's radiant fcakf 
From fphere to fph^re ; the fteps by nature fet 
For man's afcent ; at once to tempt and aid ; 
To tempt his eye, and aid his tow'ring thought ; 
Till it arrives at th^ great goal of all. 

In ardent Contemplation's rapid car. 
From earth, as from my barrier, I let out. 
How fwift I mount ! diminifh'd earth recedes ; 
I pafs the moon ; and, fromYi«t ^2a\!ci« ^\^^ 
Pierce hesLvWs Hue cuitaVn, ft.A<fe vnXftTt2«yaNR% 
*f%erjev with his lifted tube, \ht WotoVU^^ 
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His artificial, airy journey takes. 

And to celeftial lengthens human fight. 

I paufe at every planet on my road, 

And afk for him who gives their orbs to roll, 

Their foreheads fair to fhine. From Saturn's ring,. 

In which, of earths an army might be loft. 

With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, . 

Amid thofe fov'reign glories of the fkies, 

Of independent, native luftre, proud ; 

The fouls of fyftems ! and the lords of life. 

Thro' their wide empires ! — What behold I now ? 

A wildemefs of wonders burning round ; 

Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres ; 

Perhaps the villas of defcending gods ! 

Nor halt I here ; my toil is but begun ;. 

'Tis but the threihold of the Deity ; 

Or, far beneath it, 1 am grovelling ftill. 

Nor is it ftrange ; I built on a miuake ; 

The grandeur of his works, whence folly fought 

For aid, to reafon fets his glory higher ; 

Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to him ;) 

O where, Lorenzo ! muft the builder dwell ? 

Paufe, then ; and, for a moment, here refjpire— 
If humam thought can keep its ftation here. 
Where am I ? where is earth ? Nay, where art thou, 
O fun ? Is the fun tum*d reclufe ? and are 
His boafled expeditions fhort to mine ? — 
To mine, how fhort ! on nature's Alps I (land, 
And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath ! 
A thoufand fyftems ! as a thoufand grains I 
So much a ftranger, and fo late arriv'd, 
How can man's curious ipirit not inquire, 
Wliat are the natives of this world fwbMxA.^^ 
O/ this fo foreign^ unteneftxiai (pYiete, 
Where mortal, untranflated, xievex tocf ^"^^ 
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* O ye, as diftant from my little homer 

* As fwiftefl fun-beams in an age can fly ! 

* Far from my native element I roam, 

* In quell of new, and wonderful, to man. 

* What province this, of his immenfe domainy 

* Whom all obeys ? or mortals here, or gods ? 

* Ye bord'rers on the coafts of blifs ! what are yoi: 

* A colony from heaven ? or, only rais'd, 

* By frequent viflt from heaven's neighbouring reah 

* To fecondary gods, and half-divine ? — * 

* Whatever your nature, this is paft diipute, 

* Far other life you live, far other tongue 

* You talk, far other thought, perhaps, you think, 

* Than man.. How various are the works of Goc 

* But fay, what thought ? is reafon here enthroned 

* And abfolute ? or fenfe in arms againft her ? 

* Have you two lights ? or need you no reveaPd I 

* Enjoy your happy realms their golden age I 

* And had your Eden an abftemious Eve ? 

* Our Eve's fair daughters prove their pedigree, 

* And afk their Adams — ** Who would not be We 

* Or, if your mother fell, are you redeem'd ? 

* And if redeemed — is your Redeemer fccm'd I 

* Is this your final refidence ? if not, 

* Change you •your fcene, tranflated ? or by death 

* And if by death ; what death ? — know you difeai 
« Or horrid war ? — ^with war, this fatal hour, 

* Europa groans (fo call we a fmall field, 

^ Where kings run mad. ) In our world, death depul 

* Intemperance to do the work of age ! 

* And, hangiil^ up the quiver nature gave him, 

* As flow of execution, for difpatch 

' Sends forth impeT\2\>Q>3xOwet^\ VAds tiiem flay 
|L ' Their fheep (the GW^ ^ae^^xJcie^ ^^eAV^\^^^ 
m^ And tofs him twice tet^ xJcLOxxi^^ve^ :j(x. •a.xc^^-^.. 
m Sit all your execuuoxieTs oxN.\fexo\NR&> 
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l^fejj^-y^i^an rage for plunder make a god ? 
Aii9.^^o4ft^d vvafh out ev'ry flain ? — 
~ ^^iyoUii^pfeWiaps, can't bleed : from matter grols 
Lit- ilJirfts dean, are delicately clad ' 

^Jfifine-fpun ether, priviledg'd to foar, 

^ Unloaded, «ninfe<5led ; how unlike 

* The.lotof man ! How few of human race 

* By tBeil' own mud unmurder'd ! how we wage 

* Self-wfaf eternal ! — Is your painful day 
*X)f hardy confll<5l o'er ? or, are you ftill 
*^^% ;Caijdidates at fchool ? and have you tliofe 
f Wko dx{ime6t /everfions, as with us ? — 

* But what are we ? You never heard of man, 

* Or earth ; the bedlam of the uhiverfe ! 

' Where reafon (undifeas'd with you) runs mad, 

f iVnd nurfes folly's children, as her own ; 

^^Ppnd of the fouleft. In the facred mount 

^rOf bolinefs, where reafon is pronounc'd 

' iiifallible ; and thunders like a god ; 

^ ^v'n there, by faints, the daemons are outdone 5 

ri^JiHt. thefe think wrong, our faints refine to right ; 

CAii kindly teach dull hell her own black arts ; 

^ Satan^ inftruv5ted, o'er their moral fmiles. — 

^i^ttt tills, how ftrange to you, who know not man ! 

f .HaS^tliG leaft rumour of our race arriv'd ? 

* CaU!d here Elijah, in his flaming car ? 
['l^SL^hy. you the good Enoch, on his road 

* .^p.'tjiofe fair fields, whence Lucifer was hurl'd ; 

* :^j|i<3f .^ufh'd, perhaps, your fphere, in his defcent, 
f StaJjv'4!)your pure cryftal ether, or let fall 
<^A.»Im>i^vff.GMpfe from his portentous fhade ? 
*&l)^^trh^ fiend had lodg'd on fome broad orb 

^ A^iis^t'feis way ; nor reach'd his prefent home. 




'iiain*s ifle ; too, too cotAyv^c.\3iS5VX^ ^^^^'^^^ 
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But tliis IS all digrefHon : where is he^ 
That o'er heav'n's battlements the felon hurlM 
To groans, and chains, and darknefs ? where is li 
Who fees creation's fummit in a vale ? 
He, whom, while man is man, he can't but feek ; 
And if he finds, commences more than man I 
O for a telefcope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye leam'd on earth ! or bleft above ! 
Ye fearching, ye Newtonian angels ! tell. 
Where, your great matter's orb ? his planets, wh 
Thofe confcious fatellites, thofe moming-ftars, 
Firft-borri of Deity ! from central love. 
By veneration moft profound, thrown off ? 
By fweet attradkion, no lefs ftrongly drawn ; 
Aw'd, and yet raptur'd ; raptur'd, yet ferene ; 
Paft thought, illuftrious, but with borrowed bear 
In ftill approaching circles, flill remote. 
Revolving round the fun's eternal Sire t 
Or fent, in lines dired, on embaffies 
To nation&i — in what latitude ? — ^beyond 
Terreftrial thought's horizon ! — and on what 
High errrands i*ent ? — Here human effort ends j 
And leaves me ftill a ftranger to his throne. 

Full well it might ! I quite miftook my road 
Bom in an age more curious than devout ; 
More fond to Bx the place of heav'n, or hell. 
Than ftudious this to fhun, or that fecure. 

. ^Tis not the curious, but the pious path, * 
That leads me to my point : Lorenzo ! know> 
Without or ftar, or angel, for their guide. 
Who worfhip God, Ihall find him. Humble lo^ 
And not proud reafon, keeps the door of heav'n 
Love finds admiffioiv^ ^wViet^ -^xc^vid fcience fails* 
Man's fcience is tlae exjXtote o^\i\s V^^tv. % 

l^nd not to lofeVus i5^xmvme\.\Xi\5c^^^^\^^ 
^ nature, or the moire ^^toIom-^v^ ^^ ^<:^^ 



MIGHT THK NINTH. Zg^ 

Either to know, is an attempt that fet« 

The wiieft on a level with the fool. 

To fathom nature (ill attempted here !) 

Paft doubt is deep philofbphy above ; 

Higher degrees in blifs archangels take. 

As deeper learned ; the deepeft, learning ftilL 

For, what a thunder of omnipotence 

( So might I dare to fpeak ! ) is feen in aU ! 

In man ! in ^arth ! in more amazing fkies ! 

Teaching this lefTon, pride is loth to learn— 

* Not deeply to difcem, not much to know, 

* Mankind was born to wonder, and adore/ 

And is there caufe for higher wonder ftill, 
Than that which ftruck us from our paft furveys ! 
Yes ; and for deeper adoration too. 
From my late airy travel unconfin'd, 
Have I learn'd nothing ? — ^Yes, Lorenzo 1 this ; 
Each of thefe ftars is a religious houfe ; 
1 faw their altars fmoke, their incenfe rife, 
And heard Hofannas ring thro' ev'ry fphere, 
A feminary fraught with future gods. 
Nature aH o'er is confecrated ground. 
Teeming with growths immortal, and divine 
The great Proprietor's all-bounteous hand 
Leaves nothing wafte ; but fows thefe fiery fields 
With feeds of reafon, which to virtues rife 
Beneath his genial ray ; and, if efcap'd 
The peftilential blafts of ftubbom will. 
When grown mature, are gathered for the ikies. 
And is devotion thought too much on earth, 
When beings, fo fuperior, homage boaft. 
And triumph in proftrations to &e throne ? 

But wherefore more of planets, or of ftax^? 
T.therial joumejSj and, difco^ex*d. ^Saete, 
Ten tfioiiiand worlds, ten thou^^kxvd. ^-a^^ ^^s^^ssis 
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Except the bold Lorenzo's of our fphere ? 
Op'ning the Iblemn fources of mj foul. 
Since I have pour'd, like feign'd Eridanus, 
My flowing numbers o'er the flaming ikies. 
Nor fee, of fancy, or of fadt, what more 
Invites the mufe — here turn we, and review 
Our pad noftumal landfcape wide : — ^then fay. 
Say, then, Lorenzo !^ with what burft of heart, 
The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
Muflrman exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? 
O what a root ! O what a branch k here ! 
O what a father ! what a family ! 
Worlds ! fyftems ! and creations ! — and creations, 
In one agglomerated clufter, hung, 
♦Great Vine, on thee, on thee the clufter hailgs; 
The filial clufter ! infinitely fpread 
In glowing globes, with various beings fraught : 
And drinks (ne(5tareous draught !) immortal life. 
Or, fhall I fay (for who can fay enough ?) 
A conftellation of ten thoufand gems, 
(And, O ! of what dimenfion ! of what weight !) 
Set in one fignet, flames on the right hand 
Of Majefty divine ! the blazing feal. 
That deeply ftaraps, on all created mind. 
Indelible, his fov'reign attributes. 
Omnipotence, and love ! that paifing* bound : 
And this, furpafling that. Nor ftop we here. 
For want of povv'r in God, but thought in man. 
Even this acknowledg'd, leaves us ftill in debt ; 
If greater aught, that greater all is thine. 
Dread Sire ! — accept this miniature of thee ; 
And pardon an attempt for mortal thought. 
In wiich archangels m\^\.\vaN^ ^^\Vd^ uublam'd.' 
How fuch ideas ot tV K\m\^\.f ^^tr«*T^ 
nd fuch ideas of tli* Mm\^\vx.Y^^'».^> 
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(Ideas not abfurd) dinend the thought 

Of feeble mortals ! nor of them alone ! 

The fulnefs of the Deity breaks forth 

In inconceivables to men, and gods. 

Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the thought i 

How low mnft man defcend, when gods adore I 

Have I rot, then accompliih'd my proud boaft ! 

Did I not tell thee, ''We would mount, Loreozo! 

• And kindle our devotion at the ftars ?' 

And have I fail'd ? and did I flatter thee i 
And art all adamant i and doll confute ; 
All urg'd, with one irrefragable fmile ! 
Lorenzo ! mirth how miferable here ! 
Swear by the ftars, by him who made them, fweart 
Tliy heart, henceforth, (hall be as pure as they : 
Then thou, like them, fhalt (bine ; like them, Ihalt rife 
From low to lofty ; from obfeure to bright ; 
By due gradation, nature's facred law. 
The ftars, from whence ? — Aft Chaos — he can tell. 
Thefe bright temptations to idolatry. 
From darknefs, and confufion, took their birth j 
Sons of deformity ; from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, firft they rofe to maCes rude ; 
And then, to fpheres opaque ; then dimly flione j 
Then brighten'd ; then blaz'd Out in perfeft day. 
Nature delights in progrefs } in advance 
From worfe to better : but, when minds afcend, • 

Progrefs, in part, depends upon themfelves. 
Heav'n aids exertion ; greater makes the great ; 
The voluntary little lelrtns more. 
O be a man ! and thou Ihalt be a god ! 
And half felf-made ! — ambition hftw divine ! 

O thou, ambitious of difgtac* alowe^. 
Still nndevout ? unkind\ed ? — ^(iirf \;\^-\a»^^'. 
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Rank ^coward to the fafhionable world ! 
Art thou afham'd to bend thy knee to heav'n ? 
Curft fume of pride, exhal'd from deepefl hell ! 
Pride in religion is man's higheft praife. 
Bent on defbrudkion 1 and in love with death I 
Not all thefe luminaries, quench' d at once. 
Were half fo fad, as one benight/sd mind. 
Which gropes for happinefs, and meets defpair. 
How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night, 
Amid her glimm'ring tapers, iilent fits : 
How forrowful, how defolate, fhe weeps 
Perpetual dews, and faddens nature's fcene ! 
A fcene more fad fm makes the darken'd foul,, 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive. 

Tho' blind of heai t, ftill open in thine eye i 
Why fuch magnificence in all thou feeft ? 
Of matter's grandeur, know, one end is this. 
To tell the rational, who gazes on it — 

• Tho, that immenfely great, ftill greater he, 

* Whofe breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodge> 

* Unburden'd, nature's univerfal fcheme ; 

* Can grafp creation with a fingle thought ; 

• Creation grafp ; and not exclude its Sire.'— 
To tell him farther — * It behoves him much 

• To guard th' important, yet depending, fate 

• Of being, brighter than a thoufand funs : 

* One fingle ray of thought outfliines them alL?" 
And if man hears obedient, foon he'll foar 
Superior heights, and on* his .purple wing. 

His purple wing bedropt with eyes of gold, 
Rifing, where thought is now deny'd to rife, 
Look down^ triumf£ant on thefe dazzling fpheres^ 
Why then j^eifA^ — -^o Tcvotxal «Nrec Uv'd 
JBut, dying he pTOTvo\itic'd.V^\«^"^^'^^^'Wfc\xsi&^^ 
^^'^e whole that chaima xSafce^ ^SoSsStox^ ^^ v 
1, and far worfe Y^^CoMit \!aaxx>^v^ ^1[«^'^t 
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O condefcend to think as angels think ! 

O tolerate a chance for happinefs ! 

Our nature fuchy ill choice enfures ill fate ; 

And hell had been, though there had been no God*' 

Doft thou not know, my new aftronomer ! 

Earth, turning from the fun, brings night to man t 

Man, turning from his God, brings endlefs night ; 

Where thou canft read no morals, find no frtend» 

Amend no manners, and expert no peace. 

How deep the darknefs ! and the groan, how loudi 

And far, how far, from lambent are the ffkmes i 

Such is Lorenzo's purchafe ! fuch his praife i 

"The proud, the politic Lorenzo's praife ! 

Tho' in his ear, and levelled at his heart, 

I've half read o'er the volume of the ikies. 

For think not thou haft heard all this from mes 
M7 fong but echoes what great nature fpeaks, 
What has fhe fpoken ? Thus the goddefs fpoke, 
'Thus fpeaks for ever : — * Place at nature's head^ 

* A fov'feign, arhich o'er all things rolls his eye, 

* Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, 
^ But, above all, diffufes endlefs good ; 

-* To whom, for fure redrefs, the wrong'd may fly ; 

* The vile, for mercy ; and the pain'd, for peace ; 

* By whom, the various tenants of thefe fpheres, 

* Diverfify'd in fortunes, place, and powers^ 

* Rais'd in enjoyment, as in worth they rife, 
"• Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach) 

* At that bleft fountain-head, from which they ftream $ 
■* Where confli^ paft redoubles prefeilt joy ; 

^ And prefent joy looks forward on increafe ; 

* And that, on more ; no period ! ev'ry ftep 
** A double boon i a promife, Itvd ^.ViYis. 
How eafj /its this fcheme oti Vtaitv^csiVe.'asX&X 

It fuits their make ; it fooths thevr v^.^ e^sto^'^N 
jRaffion is pleas'd ; and teafoa ^its tl<^ ^bx^"^^ * 
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*Tis rational ! 'tis great ! — But what is thine ? 
It darkens ! fhocks ! excruciates ! and confounds 1 
Leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope. 
Sinking from bad to worfe ; few years, the fport 
Of fortune ; then, the moifel of defpain 

Say, then, Lorenzo I (for thou knoweft it well) 
What's vice ? — Mere want of compafs in our thought 
Reh'gion, what? — The proof of common fenfe; 
How art thou hooted, where the leaft prevails ! 
Is- it my fault, if thefe truths call thee fool ? 
And thou fiialt never be mifcall'd by me. 
Can neither fhame, nor terror, ftand thy friend ? 
And art thou ftill an infed in the mire ? 
How, like thy guardian angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd thee from earth ; efcorted thee thro* all 
Th' etherial armies ; walkt thee, like a god. 
Thro' fplendors of firft magnitude, arranged 
On either hand ; clouds thrown beneatli thy feet j 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright paradife of God ; 
And almoft introduced thee to the thione ! 
And art thou ftill caroufmg for delight. 
Rank poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere froth. 
And then fubfiding into final gall ? 
To beings of fublime, immortal make, 
How (hocking is all joy, whofe end is fure ! 
Such joy more (hocking ftill, the more it charms [ 
And doft thou chufe what ends ere well begun j 
And infamous, as (hort ? and doft thou chufe 
(Thou, to whofe palate glory is fo fweet) 
To wade into perdition, thro' contempt. 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? 
Tot I have peep'd into thy cover'd heart. 
And feen it blufti betieaxSo. ^iVio^Mul brow ; 
. For, by ftrong guilt's mo^N\c>\^TSX.'aSax^x^ 
mfonfcience is but d\£a\>\e4> xiox. ^^^\^^" ^. 

r 
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O thou moft awful being 1 and moft vam ; 
Thy will, how frail ! how glorious is thy power 1 
Tho' dread eternity has fown her feeds 
Of blifs, and woe, in thy defpotic breaft ; 
Tho' heaven, and hell, depend upon ihy choice ; 
A butterfly comes crofs, and both are Hed> 
Is this the pifture of a rational i 
This horrid image, (hall it be moft juft ! 
Xiorenzo ! no : it cannot, — Ihall not, be. 
If there is force in reafon ; or, in founds 
Chanted beneath the glimpfes of the moon, 
A magic, at this planetary hour, 
When Qoniber locks the general lip, and dreami 
Thro' fenfelefs mazes hunt fouls uninfpir'd. 
Attend — the facred myfteries begin — 
My folemn night-bom adjuration hear ) 
Hear, and I'liraife thy fpirit from the duft : 
While the liars gaze on this enchantment new ; 
Enchantment, not infernal, but divine I . 

* By filence, death's peculiar attribute ; 

* By darknefs, guilt's inevitable doom j 

* By darJtncfs, and by filence, fillers dread ! 

* That draw the curtain round Night's ebon throne, 

* And raife ideas, folemn as the fcene ! 

* By Night, and all of awful, Night prefents 

' To thought) or fenfe (r)f awful much, to both, 

* The goddefs brings ! ) By theie her trembling fite% 
' Like Vefta's, ever burning ; and, like hers, 

* Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 

* By thefe bright orators, that prove, and praile, 
' And prefs thee to revere, the Deity ; 

* Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhllet 

* To reach his throne ; as ftages of the fmsl, 

* Thro' which, at diff'rent peiiois, fe« ftaii.-Sf^*^ 
' Re6n'mg gradual, for het tinaVVev^V, 
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By this dark pall thrown o'er the filent world I 
By the world's kings, and kingdoms, moft renown'di 
From fhort ambition's zenith fet for ever ; 
Sad prefage to vain boafters, now in bloom I 
By the long lift of fwift mortality, 
From Adam downward to this ev'ning knell, 
Wliich midnight waves in fancy's ftartled eye ; 
And (hocks her with an hundred centuries, [tliought: 
Round death's black banner throng'd, in human 
By thoufands, now, refigning their laft breath. 
And calling thee — wert thou fo wife to hear I ^ 
By tombs o'er tombs arifmg ; human earth 
]^'e6led, to make room for — human earth ; 
Ine monarch's terror ! and the fexton's trade ! 
By pompous obfetfuies, that fhun the day, 
The torch fimereal, and the nodding plume, 
Which makes poor man's humiliation proud $ 
Boaft of our ruin ! triumph of our duft ! 
By the damp vault that weeps o'er royal bones ; 
And the pale lamp, that ihews the ghaftly dead, 
More ghaftly, thro, the thick incumbent gloom I 
By vifits (if there are) from darker fcenes. 
The gliding fpe^re I and the groaning grove ! 
By groans, and graves, and mifeiies that groan 
For the grave's ftielter ! By defponding men, 
Senfelefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt^ 
By guilt's laft audit ! By yon moon in blood. 
The rocking firmament, the falling ftars, 
And thunder's laft difcharge, great nature^s kneU ! 
By fecond chaos ; and eternal night* — 

Be wise — Nor let Philander blame my charm ; 

But own not ill-difcharg'd my doiible debt, 

Z-oVe to the living ; duty to the dead. 
For knowy I am but execxxxox \ >afc\^^ 
This moral legacy •, 1 nvaike \t o'ct 
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And H^av'n m both. — If deaf to thefe, oh ! hear 

Florello's tender voice ; his weal depends 

On- thy refolve ; it trembles at thy choice ; 

For his fake — ^love thyfelf : example ftrikes 

All human hearts ; a bad example more ; 

More ftill a father's ; that enfures his ruin. 

As parent of his being, v^ouldft thou prove 

Th' unnatural parent of his miferies, 

And make him curfe the being which thou gav'ft? 

Is this the blefling of fo fond a father ? 

If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fpare, oh ! fpare, 

Florello's father, and Philander's friend ; 

Florello's father ruin'dj ruins him ; 

And from Philander's friend the world expedls 

A. condu(5l, no diflionour to the dead. 

Let paffion do, what nobler motive Ihould ; 

Let love, and emulation, rife in aid 

Vo reafon ; and perfuade thee to be — bleft. 

This feeems not a requeft to be deny'd ; ' 
ifet (fugh the infatuation of mankind ! ) 
Tis the moft hopelefs, man can make to man, 
5hall I, then, rife in argument, and warmth ? 
\nd urge Philander's pofthumous advice, 
5rom topics yet unbroach'd ? — 
But oh ! I faint 1 my fpirits fail ! — ^nor ftrange ! 
5o long on wing, and in no middle clime ; 
Fo which my great Creator's glory call'd ; 
A.nd calls — ^but, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand 
Has ftrok'd my drooping lids, and promiifes 
My long arrear of reft ; the downy god 
[Wont to return with our returning peace) 
Win pay, erelong, and, blefs me with repofe. 
Hafte, hafte, fweet ftranger I from the peafant's cot. 
The fliip-boy's hammock, ot t\« fo\^\«*% ^'2CW'» ^ 
Whence (briovr never chas' d xive^ \ -mxSa. xiasfc'^crto^^ 

W 
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Not hideous vifions, as of late ; but draughts 
Delicious of well-tafted, cordial, reft ; . 
Man's rich reftprative ; his baljuy bath. 
That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in play, 
The various movements of this nice machine. 
Which afks fuch frequent pei;iods of repair. 
When tir'd with vain rotations of the day. 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding dawn ; 
Frefli ,we fpin on, till ficknefs clogs our wheels, . 
Or death quite breaks the fpring, and motion end; 
When will it end with, me ? 

— '^ Thou only know'fl 
Thou, whofe broad eye the future, and the paft, 
Joins to the prefent ; making one of three 
To mortal thought ! Thou know'ft, and Thou alo 
All-knowing 1 — all unknown! — rand yet well knov 
Near, tho' remote ! and tho' unfathom'd, felt! 
And, tho' invifible, for ever feen ! 
And feen in all ! the gregt, and the minute ; 
Each globe above, with its gigantic race. 
Each now*r, each leaf with its fmall people fwam 
(Thofe puny vouchers for Omnipotence ! J [d 
To the firft thought, that afks, * From whence? 
Their common fource. Thouibun^n running c 
In rivers of dummunicated joy ! ' 
Who gav'ft tis Q)eech for far, far humbler then» 
Say, by what name .fhalll prefume to call 
Him i fee burning in thefexountlefsfuns. 
As Mofes, in the bufhi Illuftrious Mind,! ^ 
The whole creation, lefs, fair lefs to thee, 
Than that to the creation's ample roundL 
^ ^ How fhall I nameTHEE ? — ^How my labouring,! 
) * Jieaves undenve^ixK tKe thought, too big forboi 
* Great fyftem o£ T^ex^^QLvovik&X xslvgcLX^ Qas^ J 
* Of caufes in\gbtY\ C^.^^fe ^v:wr2sx\.^ ^\ KsS^a^s^ 
^ Q£ nature, tKat iMmrvaxiX. ^x^^^ ^^i^^-v.V 



Firft Fatlier of efleas ! that progeBT 

Of endtefs leries ; vbae the golden chaia^s 

Lall link admits. a period, who can tell i 

Father of all that is m b^d, or bears ! 

Father of all that is or feen, or lees ! 

Father «f all that is, or fhall ariie i 

^tber of this inuneafnrable mais 

Ijf matter moltifoTTn ; or denfe, or rare j 

Opaque, or ludd ; rapid, or at reft ; 

Minnte, or pafling bound ! in each extrcme 

Of like amaze, and myftery, to man. 

Father of thefe bright miUions of the night ! 

Ci£ wbicb the leaft fiill Godhead bad proclaim'd^' 

And tbiown the gazer cm his knee— or, Caj, 

[s appellation bi^er ftill, thy choice i 

Father of matter's temporary lords ! 

Father of fpirits ! nobler ofispring ! iparks 

Of high paternal glory; lich endow'd 

With various meafur'es, and with various modea' 

Of inlUnd, reafon, intuition ; beams 

More pale, or bright from day divine, to brealc 

Tbe dark of matter organiz'd (the ware 

Of all created fpirit ;) beams, that rife 

Each over other in fuperior lightr 

Till the laft ripens into Inftre ftrong. 

Of next approach to Godhead. Father fond 

(Far fonder than e'er bore that name on earth): 

Of intelleflual beings! beings bleft ■"-:■-!!' 

With pow'rs to pleafe Thet.' ; no: of oiifTive f^Y 

To laws theyjfnow jpt; hci'igs In ' '" 

Of well adapted joys; in diU'ren" 

pf this imperial palace for thy {• 

Of this proud popnlous, well po' 

Tho' boandlcfs habitation, p\a.r 

Vhofe feveral clans their fcv'T- 

nif tran/pofition, doubtless, wt 

O ob t indulge, immortal S-ivw. 



3o6 THE CONSOLATIOir* 

A title, lefs auguft indeed, but more 
Endearing ; ah ! how fweet in human ears t 
Sweet in our ears, and triumph in our hearts f 
Father of immortality to man ! 
A theme that * lately fet my foul on fire. — 
And thou the next ! yet equal ! thou, by whom 
That blefling was convey'd ; far more ! was bought; 
Inefiable the price ! by whom all worlds 
Were made ; and one, redeemed ! Illufhious light 
From light illuftrious ! Thou, whofe regal power, 
Finite in time, but infinite in fpace. 
On more, than adamantine bails fix'd. 
O'er more, far more, than diadems, and thrones, 
Inviolably reigns ; the dread of gods ! 
And oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whofe foot. 
And by the mandate of whofe awful nod. 
All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, 
Of high, of low of mind, and matter, roll 
Thro'^the (hort channels of expiring time. 
Or ihorelefs ocean of eternity. 
Calm, or tempeftuous (as the fprit breathes,} 
In abfolute fubjedtion ! — and, O Thou 
The glorious Third ! diftindl not feparate ! 
Beaming from both ! with both incorporate ! 
And (ftrange to tell !) incorporate with dudf 
By condcfcenfion, as thy glory, great, 
Enfhrin*d in man I of human hearts, if pure. 
Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 
Of heav'n with.diftant earth 1 by whom, I truft, 
(If not infpir'd) uncenfur'd Ijjpis addrefs 
To Thee,.jto them — to whom ? — :Myfterious power?, 
ReveaPd — yet unreveal'd ! daiknefs in lights 
Number in uivity \ owt *yy^ \ wrc ^x'eacd I 
The triple bolt tYi^axXa^^^^'^^-^^'v'c^^^ixcwV 
L * Thin animates a\\ i\^\^x.aV^;J^^^^-^^^^\ 
11 Sun of. the fo.A.\ li^r ^^^^^Z^^':;^^^ 
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RIGHT THE NINTH. 3O7 

Triune, umittcrable, unconceiv'd, 
Abfconding, yet demonilrable, great God f 
Greater than greateft ! better tlian the beft ! 
Kinder than kindeft ! with foft pity's eye. 
Or (ftronger flill to fpeak it) with thine own, 
From thy bright home, from thy high firmament. 
Where thou, from all eternity, haft dwelt 5 . 
Beyond archangels unaffifted ken ; 
From far above what mortals higheft call 5 
From elevation's pinacle ; look down. 
Through — What ? Confounding interval I thro' all^s 
And more, than lah'ring fancy can conceive j. 
Thro' radiant ranks of eflences unknown ; 
Thro' hierarchies from hierarchies detatch'd 
Round Various banners of Omnipotence, 
With endlefs change of rapturous duties fir'd». 
Thro' wond'rous beings interpofing fwarms, 
All cluft'ring at the cjill, to dwell in thee ; 
Thro' this wid« wafte of worlds ; this vifta vafty 
. All fanded o'er with funs ; funs .tum'd to night 
Before thy feebleft beam — look down — down-^own>. 
Oji a poor breathing particle in duft. 
Or, lower, — ^an immortal m his crimes,. 
His crimes forgive ! forgive his virtues too | 
Thofe fmaller faults, half converts to the righ^ / 
Nor let me clofe thefe eyes, which neverjaxjfe 
May. fee the fun (tho' night's defcendirig fcale 
Now weighs i^g..mom,) unpityM, and unbled l 
In thy difpfeafure dwells eternal pain ; 
Pain, our averfi^ife pain, which ftrikes me ixo\7 • 
And, fince all pain is terrib(le to man, *' 

Tho' tranfient, terrible ; at thy good hour,. 
Gently, ah gently, lay me m xcq \ife^^ 
Mjr ciay-cold bed I by xvature, Tvsrw> ^^ ^^s^x -^^ 

* By nature, near ; ftill nearex \i^ ^\Se^feN. 

' Tilt tbexh, be tixis,^ an «D^a!\ftm ^ tsvT 



30S THS COKSOLATIOH. 

Let it out-preach the preacher ; ev'ry night 
Let it but-cry the boy at Philip*s ear ; 
That tongue of death I that herald of the tomb L' 
And when (the fhelter of thy wing implored) 
My fenfes, footh'd, (hall link in foft repofe ^ 
O fink this truth ftill deeper in mj foul, 
Suggefled by my pillow, fign'd-by fate, 
Firft in fate's volume, at the page of man. — 

* Man's fickly foul, tho' tum'd and toft for ever, 

* From fide to fide, can reft on nought but Thee :. 

* Here, in full truft ; hereafter, in full joy ;" 
On Thee, the promised, fure, eternal ^own 
Of fpirits, toil'd in travel thro' this vale. 
Nor of that pillow fhall my foul defpond ; 
For — Love Almighty ! Love almighty ! (fing, 
Exult, creation ! ) Love Almighty, reigns h 
That death of death ! that cordial of defpair ! 
And loud eternity's triumphant fong ! 

* Of whom, no more : — ^for, O thou Patron-God ! 
Thou God, and mprtal ! thence more God to man t 
Man's tlieme eternal ! man's eternal theme ! 
Thou can'ft not 'fcape uninjur'd from our praife. 
Uuinjur'd from our praife can he efcape. 
Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
The heav'n of heav'ns, to kifs the diftant earth ! 
Breathe^ out in agonies a finlefs foul ! 
Againft the crofs, death's. iron fceptre breaks^! 
From famifh'd ruin plucks her human prey ! 
Throws wide the gates celeftial to his foes 1 
Their gratitude, for fuch a boundlefs debt. 
Deputes their fuflPring brothers to receive ! 
And, if deep human guilt in payment fails ;. 
^ As deeper guilt pTo\vv\>\X.s omx ^^'t^'^ax I 

1^ Enjokis it, as ow dut^, to \eYS\^^\ 
[And (to clofe aW^ omt^t^oXfttixM VvcA^ 
I ♦ Takes his deliglits .oao^^ >^^W ^1 xc^^-^r- 



KIGflT THE TflNTTf. 3O9 

What words are thefe | — ^And did they come from 
And were they fpoke to man ? to guilty man ? £heav'a ? 
"What are all myfteries to love like this ? 
The. ibng of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods, are wrtfted in the found ; 
Heal and exhilarate the ^roken heart, 
Tho' plung'd, before, in horrors dark as night *: 
Rich prelibation of confummate joy ! 
Nor wait we difTolution to be bleft. 

This final eiFort of the moral muie. 
How juftly f titled ! nor for me alone ; 
For all that read ; what fpirit of fupport, 
What heights -of Confolation, crown my fong ! 

Then, farewell Night 1 of darknefs, now, no more? 
Joy breaks ; fhines ; triumph's ; 'tis eternal day. 
Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 
Of a few evils, paid with endlefs joys ? 
My foul J henceforth, in fweeteft union join 
The two fuppQits of human hkppinefs, ' 
Which fome erroneous, think can never meet 5 
True tafte of life, and conftant thought of death; 
The thought of death, fole vidtor of its dread] 
Hope be thy joy ; and probity thy fkill ; 
Thy patron He, whofe diadem has dropp'd 
Yon gems of heav'n ; eternity, thy prize : 
And leave the racers of the world their own. 
Their feather, and tlieir froth, for endlefs toils : 
They part with all for that which is not bread; 
They mortify, they ftarve, on wealth, fame, power ^ 
And laugh to fcorn the fools that aim a^ more. 
How muft a fpirit, lately efcap'd from earth, 
Suppofe Philander's, Lucia's, or NarcifTa's, 
The truth of things new-blazing in its eye. 
Look back, aftonilh'd otv tlve -w^c^s q?1 xc^fe^^ ^ 
Who& lives whole drift is to €oT^ex. xSaavt 'gcK^^^ - 
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